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THE FERRY OF FATE 



CHAPTER I 

NvMAN LiCHTENBERG Tose froiH his scat by the table 
and ensconced himself on the window-sill, not because 
he felt impatient, but merely because the light was 
giving out in the atttc. As it was, he could not see 
anything of the pavement from his sixth-storey 
altitude, and his prospect beyond was hemmed in 
narrowly by the houses opposite — bald, barrack-like 
buildings of the type abounding in the Odessa 
working quarter, where its teeming thousands herded 
together within the least available space and with the 
lowest degree of comfort. For two years Nyman 
had lived in this attic, with Baruch Volkmann for 
his room-mate, and as he sat crouching there on the 
window-ledge, his eyes glued on the well-thumbed 
Horace, there was nothing in his manner or expression 
to show that he was face to ^e with a crisis that 
threatened his future with a cataclysm of disaster. 

A queer, ungainly 6gure he made with his under- 
sized body, stumpy almost to dwariishness, his great 
breadth of shoulders, abnormal for a young man in 
his early twenties, the whole set upon a pair of short 



T,Google 



2 THE FERRY OF FATE 

sturdy legs with feet ridiculously large. Nor vas 
there anything in his fece to redeem the uncouth 
figure. The low, beetling forehead, the high cheek- 
bones, and the small Calmuk eyes made one doubt 
his Semitic origin. The massive under-jaw showed 
strength, but gave to the features their final touch of 
disproportion. 

The light waned more and more until Nyman 
had to desert his perch and move back to the table. 
There he Ht a copek tallow candle, and presentiy he 
was again draining spectre goblets of golden Falernian, 
and chasing some elusive Daphne through the shady 
groves of the Aventine. He was still trying to 
persuade himself that he really did not feel impatient. 
But finally he had to own up to at least a cert^n 
degree of anxiety. It was quite eight o'clock now, 
and Baruch, or Boris, as the Russianised form of 
his Christian name figured on the University 
register, had gone out shortly after the midday 
meal. And the errand on which he had gone lent 
itself easily to surmises of evil happenings. There 
were desperate spirits among the students under ban 
of expulsion, and Baruch himself was not the least 
phlegmatic of them. Gradually but surely Nyman's 
attention detached itself from the printed page and 
fixed^ upon the scene he pictured outside the Senate 
House, where the three score students whose fate 
hung in the balance had gone to learn the result of 
their petition. Nyman himself had not gone. His 
name was on the list of those proscribed, but he 
reasoned that until he had been handed his " exeat " 
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he had still the right to consider himself a member 
of the University. And as long as he was still a 
student it was his bu^ness and his privilege to study 
and not to attend demonstrations. 

*' Eheu fugaces . . ." He made another attempt 
to immerse himself, but he sat up vith a sigh of 
relief when a few minutes later he heard ^inich 
Volkmann's eager steps storming up the top flight of 
stairs. Nyman rose slowly, his hand pressed to his 
side, for his heart was beating furiously. For all his 
stoicism could not make him forget the great issue 
that hung upon the next moments. 

"Good news, Nyman, good news," shouted 
Baruch, bursting in and gripping the other by both 
shoulders. "They have considered the petition. 
We are to be allowed an appeal to the Prefect 
There is hope, Nyman ! " 

Nyman stood still for an instant and then stepped 
back. It was not so much to signify his disappoint- 
ment at the message as to give himself a better 
opportunity for envisaging the messenger. Yes, 
^iruch Volkmann — Nyman admitted it without the 
least tinge of jealousy — was worth looking at There 
were few, men or women, who did not turn to look 
after him as he passed. Few, too, would have 
guessed that this magnificent young specimen of 
manhood was not the scion of a long line of rulers 
among men, but the o^pring of the round-shouldered 
little mechanic and his shrivelled drudge of a helpf 
meet, fighting their grim battle for life in that 
tumble-down hovd away in the Pale of Settlement 
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— lighting and always, always losing. By some law 
of heredity Baruch Volkmann perhaps reproduced 
in himself the type of some far distant ancestor, 
symbolizing the recuperative force of his race, which, 
after generations of gradual decline, suddenly makes 
the degenerate stock shoot out into new branches of 
beauty and strength. Limb for limb, feature for 
feature, Baruch Volkmann had been cast in an heroic 
mould and in lines of rigorous precision, as though 
Nature, roused to her mettle by a long spell of fiiilure, 
had wished to give herself a consummate proof that 
her hand had not lost its cunning. 

With a smile that gave the lie to his fierceness, 
Baruch shook his fist at Nyman. 

" Dolt— idiot — wet blanket — is that all the thanks 
I get from you ? " he cried. 

" I wish I had some thanks to give you," replied 
the other, dryly. 

"What, isn't it enough for you to have obtained 
so much? Imagine! We are to be allowed an appeal 
to the Prefect. We are each to be permitted to state 
our case to him, singly and individually, to show our 
credentials, our testimonials, our records. Golgoftki 
can be trusted to treat us fairly. He has the reputa- 
tion of being liberal-minded, prt^essive " 

** Probably he also has something else." 

*' What do you mean ? " 

" His instructions." 

Baruch stared at him, nonplussed, waiting for 
him to proceed. 

Nyman broke into a bitter laugh. 
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" There were sixty of you, and not one had the 
sense to see through it 1 Upon my word, you fully 
justify the Senate in the pretext it has set up for our 
expulsion. How did it run ? That * having regard 
-' to the excessive calls on the enei^ of the teaching 
staff and the limited accommoc^tion, it has been 
deemed advisable to dismiss some of the less pro- 
mising among the Jewish students.' Oh, the pack 
of fools you are ! " 

*' Yes, and I am a greater fool than all the rest," 
said Baruch, netded. 

" Isn't it all of a piece with their usual policy ? " 
continued Nyman, ignoring the interruption. *'Bar- 
barian methods disguised as the operations of 
twentieth-century law and order. Nothing matters 
as long as appearances are kept up 1 " 

" Nothing matters as long as you talk sense 1 " 
Baruch shouted back at him. 

*' Very well, then, I shall talk sense," said the 
other, quietly. " The harder a man's case, the more 
easily he lets himself get lured into a fool's paradise. 
You are staking your hopes on the appeal to the 
Prefect. Whatdoestheconcessionreallymean? What 
but that the Senate, in expelling us, wishes to make 
it appear — and it's we ourselves who have afforded 
them the means of doing so — to make it appear that 
we have been given every chance. The Prefect 
liberal and progressive as he is, will do nothing. He 
will say he cannot override the ruling of the Senate. 
The Senate will thrust the responsibility back on the 
Prefect for refusing to override their ruling. The 
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responsibility will be bandied backwards and forwards, 
till in the end no one will be responsible. We shall 
have been treated with every consideration — but we 
shall remain expelled." 

Baruch's fist came down heavily on the table. 

" You croaking raven 1 Why do you tell me 
this ? " 

*• Why shouldn't I tell you ? " asked Nyman, 
calmly. 

*' Because sufficient for the day will be the evil 
thereof. I should at least have had one more happy 
night The others don't know. They will sleep 
soundly ; they will have rosy dreams " 

" And a darker awakening." 

Baruch sat down, and for a few moments 
rested his head on his folded arms. Then he rose 
suddenly. 

" Nyman, is there a God ? " 

"I don't know. Opinions are divided oh the 
question." 

Silently Baruch turned ft'om him and measured 
the attic with furious strides. The candle was 
b^inning to gutter in its socket, and Nyman, 
reaching down another from the shelf, lit it, and 
festened it in the floating tallow. Baruch stopped 
and watched him. 

*<You are wasteful. That might have biuned 
another five minutes," he sud. 

" There are plenty more, and we may not require 
any to-morrow." 

The significance of the remark tdd on Baruch 
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like a blow. In an access of open panic he gripped 
Nyman by the arm. 

" What will become of us, Nyman — ^what will 
become of us ? " 

Nyman lifted up his strong bony hands and 
looked at them in grim complacence. 

" I have these," he said ; " but as for you— " 
And he shook his head rather brutally. 

** And that is not the worst of i^" continued 
Baruch, darkly following hts own thoughts, " not 
' the sordid struggle for bread. God knows I have 
learned how to hunger, and to thrive on it. But to 
have seen the gates of the world open fiur and wide, 
and then to be thrust back into the abyss, never, 
never, perhaps, to emei^ again. You are right, 
Nyman. They know what they do. They know 
how to work that deadly policy of theirs. They 
pen up our bodies into pales, they eidle our minds 
into darkness, because they are afi^d of us, and 
there is nothing that makes men more merciless 
than fear. God, God, and then there are the 
old people with their hopes, their pride in me ! 
What will my father say when I come and tell 
him : ' Father, you must teach me to cobble 
boots ' ? " 

He paused, and in surprise watched Nyman's 
movements. The latter had seated himself at the 
table with an open book in front and pencil in hand. 

*' What are you doing, Nyman ? " 

"Problems in conic sections — for to-morrow's 
class." 
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" But to-morrow you will be expelled." 

" To-day is not to-morrow, Baruch." 

" And you are not human," cried Baruch, in a 

sort of fierce-hearted admiration. 

Nyman's head bent lower. True, fear makes 

men merdless — even to themselves. 
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CHAPTER II 

Noiselessly Nyman tip-toed about the room to 
avoid waking Banich. There would be no need to 
rouse him for good two hours — they were not due 
at the Prefect's till eleven. And Banich needed all 
the rest he could get. There was something of 
brotherly solicitude about the manner in which 
Nyman stopped every now and then to gaze at the 
worn, haggard face of his sleeping room-mate, a 
face which in repose made him think of some storm- 
tossed skiff which has found a precarious anchorage. 
Nyman knew that in spite of his repeated admonish- 
ings, Baruch had not sought his bed till ^ into 
the small hours of the morning. He knew also the 
thoughts that had lashed his friend up and down 
the room during that tempestuous vigil. Nyman 
knew, because they were the same thoughts he 
himself had battled down before he succeeded in 
numbing his brain into an all<too*brief oblivion. 

Without a doubt Baruch's memory had harked 
back to the dim and distant days in their native 
townlet where, in close and inseparable comradeship, 
they had together grown into their teens. They 
had sat ^de by side in the Talmud school ; they 
had gathered much difficult lore from the same 



T,Google 



lo THE FERRY OF FATE 

musty page ; they had winced beneath the blows" of 
the same correcting rod. Nyman, an orphan, had 
been at the mercy of the world nearly all his life. 
Baruch's lot was not much brighter, except that he 
had a mother's pitying eyes and a father's desperate 
fist to hush his starveling cries into silence. They 
had nothing to temper the bleakness of their lives, 
except the golden dreams they wove in common as 
they sat in the gracious summer evenings on the 
bank of the broad river that swept majestically 
past the hovels of the township in disdainfij uncon- 
cern at so much sordid misery. There they had 
sat, the three of them — he and Baruch, and little 
Black Malka, the girl with the dark tangled hair, 
who had no one but that wheezy grandmother of 
hers to look after her ; and who, therefore, in a wild, 
freelance way was at liberty to come and go as she 
pleased. And mostly it pleased her to sit by the 
riverside, listening to the strange talk of her two boy 
companions, their rebellious discontent with men 
and things, their importunate straining towards' the 
mysterious future. She did not understand them 
at all ; to her there could be nothing better than to 
sit lazily by the riverside, watching the broad waters 
ripple at the stones they threw into them, and 
listening to the murmuring of the tall weeping- 
willows as they swayed and swished tn the evening 
breeze. And one quiet Sabbath afternoon, when 
the whole world seemed to be standing still, as 
though it had grown tired of all human endeavour, 
out came Nyman with his daripg plan, a plan which 
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made Malica cty out in angry protest, and fix her 
swimming eyes on Baruch in terrified entreaty. For 
Nyman's plan was nothing more nor less than that 
he and Baruch should shake off the thrall of their 
surroundings, the bitter bondage of body and soul, 
and strike out, bold and fearless knights^errant, ibr 
the Arecdom of the iar-away. Baruch had leapt at 
the thou^t, and, after having coaxed Malka into 
secrecy in the way he knew best, the two boys had 
stolen away with no other equipment save the cer- 
tainty that through the dead of the night they were 
trudging on towards the morning. But Nyman was 
never sure — and, of course, he did not ask Baruch 
to decide — how much his plan bad been due to the 
stir and spur of his soul's unrest, and how much to 
the vague pang because, though he might talk bis 
heart out, he could never bring into Malka's eyes 
the look with which they turned on Baruch 's at the 
barest word from the latter. 

All that was long, long ago, and it was many a 
year since Malka's name had been spoken between 
them. For Malka had not learnt to write, and 
neither Nyman nor Baruch had since the day of 
their flight ever set foot again in their native place. 
Thdr quest had taken them hundreds of miles away 
from it, and they had never known the luxury of a 
spare copeck, much less of the many roubles the 
train journey would have cost A post-card every 
six months or so was all that Baruch could allow 
himself to reassure his parents concerning his &te. 
But there were other things upon which Baruch had 
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probably Ibced his retrospective gaze during those 
restless hours of the past night. There was the 
lucky chance of the well-to-do old bachelor who had 
found them huddling half dead with cold and hunger 
in his doorway, had taken them to live with him^ and 
obtained for them admission at the local gymnasium. 
Then the sudden death of their benefector, which left 
them stranded again two years later, and inaugurated 
for them a period of dire stress and all-encompassing 
gloom. Many a time it seemed that there was 
nothing left for them but to go under, and yet mth 
indomitable courage they held on, winning their 
way steadily irom class to class of the gymnasium, 
aided every now and then by some stray kindness 
which made their vicissitudes appear merely the 
normal undulations of human chance. It was true, 
people had sometimes been kind to them, more 
especially the women. And if ever the suspicion 
came to Nyman that they were kind chiefly for 
Baruch's sake, it only made him cUng more closely 
to his ^end, for the loyalty and the unconscious 
tact with which Baruch made their good fortune 
apply in equal shares to both of them. There waa 
no IVlalka tn the case. 

Of course they had their supreme moments, for 
instance, when they were told that they had brilliantly 
passed their matriculation and would be allowed to 
proceed to the university. Naturally, long before 
then the individual bent of the two young men had 
asserted itself. Baruch entered himself for medicine, 
Nyman for the engineering course. But both were 
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confident that, though their careers might lead them 
in widely divergent paths, they would eventually 
meet ag^n, somewhere on the mountain-tops of 
success. For in these sceptic and undeserving days 
miracles happen so rarely that not even the smallest 
could be spared to run to waste. When they 
remembered what they had already achieved ; when 
they considered where they had started from, and 
how kr they had got, making vaulting-boards of 
obstacles and scaling-ladders of stumbling-blocks, 
could there be any doubt ? 

Nyman pulled himself up short with a choking 
cry. Oh, God I no, there was no longer any doubt. 
There was every certainty about it The miracle 
had been nothing but a mirage. The golden- 
turreted minarets of their hopes had dissolved into 
ironic mists. Everything was lost — nay, more than 
everything. The spring-time of their life had been 
wasted. They had never been young. They had 
looked to the rich iulfilment of their manhood to 
compensate them for that. And now they were men 
to whom it would never be given to redeem their 
youth. Beggared of all, they had acquired in 
exchange only the cursed gift of knowledge. And 
what would they do with that cursed gift — what 
would it do widi them, down there in the under- 
world to which they would presently return ? 

Nyman cast a questioning glance at Baruch as 
though he expected an answer from him. Baruch 
was still asleep, but the drawn look on his fkcc and 
the twitching at the corners of his mouth spoke of 
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some agonized wortcing of his mind. Nyman set 
his own lipSj almost angrily. Why should he feel 
more pity for Baruch than for himself ? What if he 
were a little better armed for the impending fray ; 
what if bodily he was more fit to cope with Ae grim 
realities which to-morrow would ^e them — was his 
heart not of as fine a fibre as Baruch\ was it not as 
delicate an instrument to be pUyed upon and quiver 
as discordandy at the rough touch of fiite ? He, 
too, fett attuned to a great destiny ; he, too, could 
sit worthily in a high place where he might reflect 
the splendour of the stars. No, he would not pity 
Baruch, he would not pity himself; he would hence- 
forth pity nothing and no one. He would harden 
his heart and challenge the world to do its worst 

He turned away, for with a frantic shooting out 
of his arms Baruch had sat up. 

" I dreamt I was drowning," he murmured. 

** You might have dreamt of something worse,'* 
said Nyman. *' Get up, Breakfest will scon be 
ready. We haven't too much time." 

"Oh yes," said Baruch. A sudden tremor of 
recollection shook him fully awake. *< What sort of 
a day is it, Nyman ? " 

" Muggy, misenUile ; specially adapted for the 
occasion." 

"Then — then you don't feel like taking a 
brighter view ? " 

"I will tell you — after we have seen the 
Prefect." 

Baruch finished his toilette in silence. Silently, 
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too, they got through their frugal meal of cofiee and 
black bread} and then it was tune for them to start 
forth on their momentous errand. For a minute or 
two they busied themselves umlessly about the room. 
as though they found it difficult to take the initial 
step towards the great issue that lay before them. 
Dimly, also, they felt that there was something hal- 
lowed about these moments in which they must 
prepare themselves for some sudden and undreamt. 
of jeopardy to their life-long comradeship. The 
thought made Baruch hold out a shaky hand and 
put a quaver into his voice. 

" Nyman, whatever comes, one thing is sure. . . ." 

" One thing is sure — that we shall be asked to 
go," replied Nyman, as, with a grim laugh, his own 
hand closed over Baruch 's. 

" Oh, Nyman, don't jest. I am not in a mood 
for jesting, and neither, I would swear, are you. 
What I mean is *' 

" Don't trouble. I know quite well what you 
mean. You are going to refer to David and 
Jonathan. Damon and Pythias, and all the other 
more or less historic instances. And that's exactly 
what I don't want you to do. For Heaven's sake, 
don't get sentimental. We shall have plenty of 
time for that sort of foolery later on." 

" Oh, well, as long as you understand 1 " s^d 
Baruch, with a sigh. 

It was a leisurely half-hour's walk to the govern- 
ment building where the Prefect was to receive them 
in his bureau. When they got there they found 
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most of their feltow-petitioners iilready assembled. 
They made a sprighdy and animated crowd. 
Nyman's misgivings had evidendy not come home 
to them, and the prevailing note was one of high 
optimism. It was only when they were admitted to 
the ante-chamber, leading to the Prefect's private 
room, that a sense of the occasion's full por- 
tentousness setded down on them and hushed 
their exuberance. The tension deepened as almost 
immediately after they became aware of a certain 
ominousness in the mode of procedure. Shortly 
after eleven the first of the students was called 
into the Prefect's sanctum, followed at intervals 
of scarcely more than a minute by the others in 
alphabetical order. So far this was in accordance 
with the undertaking that each should be given an 
opportunity of stating his case separately. But none 
of those that had gone in came out again into the 
ante-chamber. They were evidendy passed out into 
the street by some other exit leading from the inner 
room, leaving those whose turn was still to come in 
utter ignorance of what had taken place within. 
There was in this an wr of stealthiness and precau- 
tion which did not look promising. No hint was to 
be allowed upon which an answer or an attitude 
might be modelled or -modified. The dwindling 
group looked at one another to see how far each 
one's anxiety was mirrored in the other's face. 

Baruch took an instinctive step forward when he 
heard Nyman's name called. The impulse proved 
to him how much the other had become his second 
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self. But a sudden diveraon of interest prevented 
him from harping on the thought. The outer door 
of the waiting-room opened suddenly, and a lady 
rustled in, stately and erect of bearing, despite the 
silver-white of her hwr, which showed her to be 
Hearing the winter of life. She cast a hasty, haughty 
look about her, and, gathering up her skirts a little 
more closely, swept swiftly into the Prefect's room 
beyond. Some of the men knew her. 

" The baroness-^the Prefect's wife," the whisper 
went round. 

What construction was there to be put on her 
coming ? Her presence seemed to rob ^e occasion 
of some of its official severity — gave it something of 
a social tinge. And yet — why were none of their 
comrades allowed to come back i 

It was for Baruch to discover the reason for her 
arrival. His turn was three or four from the end, 
and as, in response to his call, he entered the bureau, 
he heard the concluding words of the remark the 
baroness was addressing to her husband. 

"... and she simply gets furious if she is kept 
waiting by any of her guests. And knowing your 
bad habit of forgetting your social obligations over 
your work, I took the precaution to come and fetch 
you. Didn't I do right ? " 

" Quite right, my dear. "When do you ever do 
anything wrong ? " smiled the Prefect. " I shall be 
ready in five minutes.'* 

He fiunbled hastily among the pile of papers 
before him. 
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" Volkmann — ^Volkmann, — ah, yes ; this is your 
dossier, Mr. Volkmann. Well, I have given your 
case the fullest consideration, and I regret to say 
that I see no reason for going counter to the 
decision of the University Senate. You must leave 
Odessa within twenty-four hours. Only three more 
Z's, my dear," he added, turning to the baroness. 

He was about to touch the bell as a signal to 
the attending clerk, when he felt his arm detained 
by a quick movement of the baroness. 

" What is it, my dear ? " 

*' But look, Sergei, have you looked at him ? " 
she whispered. 

The Prefect shot Baruch a piercing glance from 
■ under his bushy eyebrows. 

"He certainly has turned very white, poor 
fellow," he replied in an undertone. "But what 
can I do ? You know, my dear. ..." And he 
shrugged his shoulders expressively. 

" But doesn't he strike you ? " the baroness 
whispered back again. *' Have you ever seen a 
more perfect replica of Apollo Belvedere in the 
flesh?" 

"Yes, he's handsome enoxigh, I admit. Still, 
what has that to do mth Jt ? " 

" A man with a face and figure like that would 
be an ornament to any society," said the baroness, 
her tone coldly critical but animated by conviction. 
" I think he deserves to be encouraged." 

" But how, my dear } What do you ecpect me 
to do ? " 
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" To make an exception with him." 

'* What, allow him to stay ? " 

" Yes, Sergei." 

The Prefect bit his quill reflectively ; then he 
bowed courteously to his wife. 

" Since you ask it, Adfele ; I don't think they can 
object to one exception. Besides, it will put a better 
face on the matter." 

** Thank you, Sergei," replied the baroness, 
pres^ng his arm. 

" Mr. Volkmann," said the Prefect, nusing his 
voice, " you have been fortunate enough to find a 
powerful advocate of your claims, and in view of 
certain new facts that have come to my notice, I 
shall be happy to reverse the decision of the Senate 
in your case." 

The pallor in Baruch's &ce had given way to a 
deep flush. He beat down the dizzy feeling which 
was making the room spin round and drew himself 
up stiffly. 

"Your Excellency's pardon," he said, "but I 
could not help overhearing — the new hcts you speak 
of refer, it would seem, to something connected with 
my personal appearance." 

** You must excuse us, I am afraid we have been 
rather rude," laughed the Prefect, glancing at his 
wife. 

*'And any merit I may possess — my conduct^ 
my industry, my — my — these do not enter into the 
question." 

" What does it matter, boy i " exclaimed the 
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Prefect. " You made a request — it has been granted. 
There's no need to go into the whj and where- 
fore," 

"Yes, Mr. Volkmann, take the gifts the gods 
send you and be grateful," broke in the baroness. 

Baruch started. Was it possible that this proud 
woman could put such kin<Uy earnestness into her 
words, or that her hard, imperious face could soften 
into such lines of motherly solicitude ? It ousted 
from his heart the strange mixture of truculence and 
humiliation at her intercession and lifted up his 
whole being in an ecstasy of gratitude. What was 
he about ? How dared be quarrel with his good 
fortune ? And yet, if it had concerned merely him- 
self, he might still have stood out ;'or at any rate be 
would not have accepted it till, by some trick of 
reasoning, he had juggled it from the accident it was, 
into the just and lawful concession it should be. 
But he had no time to indulge in such mental antics. 
There was Nyman to be considered. The Prefect 
had said that he was the only exception, and there- 
fore Nyman was among the doomed. He could 
not let that remain so. Nyman — his second self — 
must not be left behind, and besides, the tide of 
luck was flowing. . . . 

**Your Excellency, I am deeply and humbly 
grateful," said Baruch, his gaze taking in the 
baroness as well, " and I am perfectly willing to 
av^l myself of your kindness." 

The Prefect lifted his head in astonishment, and 
his lips moved as though to echo the last words. 
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" But I would put it to your Excellency,** con- 
tinued Baruch, either consciously or unconsciously 
ignoring the warning, *'my fortunes are bound up 
with those of a dear friend of mine, one of those 
whose application for reinstatement has, I under- 
stand, bo:n refused, and unless you extend to him 
the same indulgence as to m^ I rould not dream 
of " 

He stopped short as he saw the Prefect sit bolt 
upright in his chair, his astonishment having changed 
to unmistakable displeasiire. 

"You arc a very difficult young man,** the 
Prefect reprimanded him sharply. *' Permit me to 
remark that I am not accustomed to deal with 
people — ^and especially those who ask me for favours 
— under conditions laid down by themselves. To 
you it is open to stay at the university or to go. I 
have nothing to do with your jriend. You have 
twenty-four hours in which to think it over. This 
door, please.'* 

" But remember that charity begins at home." 

Baruch turned at the words from the stately, 
white-hured woman and saw the anxious smile 
which accompanied them. With a curt bow — it 
was really not much more than a nod — he passed 
out through the exit indicated. Why should he 
give her the impression that he considered himself 
beholden to her ? Her well-meaning interpoMtion 
had turned out to be nothing but a blundering 
ofliciousness, which had resulted for him in an 
additional spasm of disappointment. 
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As he anticipated) he found Njrman already back 

in thdr attic Two small, tattered portmanteaux 

lay open on the floor, and Nyman was bending over 

a garment in which he was clumsily stitching up a 

. rent 

" Is it over, the force ? " he asked ofF-hand, with- 
out looking up from his task. 

"Yes, the farce, the ded ex machind and all," 
muttered Baruch, sitting down in a way that showed 
his utter mental and physical exhaustion. 

** Rather more comical even than we expected, 
wasn't it } " continued Nyman, with the same 
pretence oflight-heartedness. "They even brought 
in the old bc^ey of political implications so as to get 
rid of us mthin the customary twenty-four hours. 
And do you know what else that means ? " 

Baruch made no reply. 

" It means, however much you may get sulky 
over it, my friend, that we must go back to Ditomar, 
glorious Ditomar. Yes, yes, we had better hie 
ourselves back there in a straight line mthout 
putting ourselves to the trouble of making a 
circle, because being suspects, the police will give us 
no rest till they have chased us back to our native 
dung-hill. I thought I would get your trunk out 
at the same time as mine. We can catch to-day's 
train comfortably. I have only got to sew on two 
buttons after this. The money we have saved 
towards next semester's fees leather with what we 
may get for our student's uniforms will take us 
good part of the way. The rest we can walk." He 
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gave a sigh of mock relief as he bit off the thread. 
"Thank God that at last we shall feel 6ur legs 
under us agun." 

Banich had got up and pUced himself at the 
window with his back to N}rman. There was some- 
thing in his protracted silence, his air of reticence 
and self-restrain^ which made the other turn round 
to watch him attentively, and then spring towards 
him on the spur of a sudden intuition. 

*' Baruch, you are hiding something from me," 
he cried. 

Baruch remained motionless. 

**You are hiding something," repeated Nyman 
more fiercely. " Tell me, man, or I'll shake it out 
of you." And, suiting the action to the word, he 
gripped Baruch by the lapels of his coat. " Ah, 
now that I come to think of it, you mumbled some- 
thing about a dta ex. . . . Who was she, and what 
did she do ? " 

" She was the Prefect's wife," replied Baruch, 
turning on him a glassy stare. " You saw her go 
in — and what she did was to ask the Prefect to let 
me stay. I answered " 

" You answered ? " 

" That there were two of us." 

" You pleaded for me— naturally. And then ? '* 

" And then he showed me the door." 

" Naturally again," swd Nyman. His arms 
dropped limply to his side, and he fell back a pace 
or two. His teeth met in his underlip under the 
strain of his reflections. Then he shook his head. 
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'• No, no, my dear Baruch, that won't do. You are 
asking a little too much of me." 

Baruch fixed on him a vacant look of inquiry, 

<*You want me to stand by and watch you 
commit social and intellectual suicide. You want 
me to take on my conscience the murder of your 
career. I am not strong enough to carry two 
destinies. There's no other way now. You must 
stay — not for your sake, but for mine." 

Baruch threw up his arms. 

*' Nyman, you damnable sophist, you specious 
trickster, you heart of gold . . . ! " 

" That's very good," satd Nyman, nonchalantly. 
" I like the climax. And now we'll sit down and 
have our last meal tc^ther. Here's bread and 
cheese. After this you'll get hot dinners every day. 
You'll be earning money like dirt With sixty of 
us gone, private teachers will be at a premium." 

Ten minutes later he got up, strapped his 
portmanteau, and put on his cap, 

" Well, good-bye, Baruch." 

" Yes, here, and then again at the station," 
replied the latter, with a catch in his voice. 

" Oh no, you're not coming to the station," 
SMd Nyman, decisively. " How on earth would it 
look ? You spruce in your uniform, and I a 
tattered navvy, shouldering his miserable bit of 
baggage. I must keep up your dignity. I've none 
of my own to keep up now." 

Baruch's hands were clasped in piteous entreaty. 

" Oh, Nyman, Nyman, what have I done ? 



T,Google 



THE FERRY OF FATE 25 

Friendj brother — do not cast me off! Is it my fault 
that — that " 

" That you are lucky f No ; but it's your feult 
that you're a fool, and want to make scenes. Or, if 
you insist on it, be, at least, decent, and choose a 
spot where you can do it without drawing applause 
&om an audience. So, mind you, no station for 
you — do you understand ? Let's get it over here. 
Now then— one good hug." 

Baruch did not go to the station. He quite 
understood. Nyman was wise and practical, he did 
not believe in unnecessary martyrdom. He did not 
wish to take with him the memory of his friend 
Baruch standing there on the platform as the train 
steamed out, the living monument to all his dead 
hopes. He did not want to be tortured by the 
contrast that would cleave his heart in twain. For 
the one, Odessa, and the alluring glow of the fiiture ; 
for the other, Ditomar, and the bleakness of the 
underworld. 

But there must be Allures in order that there 
might be victories, else there would be no earth and 
no heaven. 

So, at least, thought Nyman, the pseudo-Stoic, 
as, seeking a suitable dirge for his dead self, he 
opened his Horace once more upon yesterday's 
" Eheu, fugaces I *' 
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CHAPTER III 

It was many days before Baruch Volkmann could 
settle down again to his studies with an undivided 
mind. There was upon him all the time an 
obstinate and tenacious fear, such as must haunt 
those who have escaped from some great conflagration, 
or any other elemental catastrophe, in which the rest 
of their companions have perished. He woke up 
at nights with a start to ask himself whether the 
scene at the Prefect's had been a dream, and whether 
his providential rescue was the mockery of his 
imagination which had run to riot under the stress 
of an unbearable reality. He felt mean and con- 
temptible as he reflected how hollow must have been 
the heroic impulse under which he had made his 6ite 
contingent on Nyman's ; how artificial and inflated 
the mood in which he had deemed himself capable 
of a sacrifice worthy to stand on a par with — as 
Nyman had put it — the great historic instances of 
friendship. What if Nyman, in his bitterness and 
chagrin, had taken him at his word ? And in those 
moments Baruch's fears grew to a panic as he 
wondered for what untoward experiences &te was 
reserving htm, since it had taken the trouble to 
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carry him safely through such jeopardies of his own 
making. 

This reaction of self realization had begun to 
take effect upon him vety speedily — almost within 
the same hour in which he and Nyman had said 
good-bye to each other. In a fever of trepidation 
he draped himself through a sleepless night, fearful 
lest, when he took his decision to the Prefect next 
morning, some sinister development might have 
arisen to wreck the chance he had been given. But 
his apprehensions had been vain. The Prefect 
received him courteously, even with a certain 
amount of benevolence ; but, while commending 
Barucb on his decision, expressed hts opinion quite 
frankly. 

" I assure you I haven't the slightest claim to 
your thanks, my dear Volkmann," he said. " If it 
had depended on m^ you would not have received 
an atom mm* consideration than did your coUeagues. 
Still, it's only lair I should admit it to you — I rather 
liked that litde outbreak of indignation in which you 
indulged yourself. To a man of spirit it must be 
very galling to be made the sport of a woman's 
whim, even if it is of such advantage as it was in 
your case. Now, if I were you, I should pour the 
fiill vials of my wrath on the baroness's head. It 
will teach her to be more discreet in the future." 

Baruch took the hint. He wrote the baroness a 
letter of thanks, not erring on the side of fulsome- 
ness, but just expressing, in a few heart-felt words, 
the life-long obligation under which she had placed 
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him. ' He even thought of rivalling her husband's 
tiitnkness by acknowledging and asking her pardon 
for the uncalled-for ebullition into which he had 
allowed himself to be betrayed by her very kindness 
to him. But he refrained, because liiat might 
appear to be striking a too personal note, at which 
she might possibly, and justly, take umbn^e. 

He sent oiF the letter with a dim idea that it 
would evoke some reply, distant and formal enough, 
it was only to be expected, but consistent with the 
unmistakable interest in his welfare she had dis- 
played. However, day after day went by without 
a sign from her, bringing to Baruch a vague feeling 
of rebuff, for her silence was evidently intended to 
convey to him that he had been guilty of an im- 
pertinence, an intrusion. And he was just beginning 
to force the matter out of his mind when, quite a 
month later, he received a note from the baroness, 
by no means distant or formal, but, on the contrary, 
couched in distinctly cordial terms. She explained 
and excused her delay by the hct that she had been 
away from home, and that, by an oversight his 
letter had not been forwarded on to her. Would 
he show his forgiveness and his reciprocal desire for 
a better acqudntance by coming to take tea with 
them — quite en famille — on the Monday following ? 

Baruch read the note half a dozen times to make 
sure it was not a sarcasm, a jest. He came to the 
conclusion that it was not meant for a joke, nor did 
the idea of joking accord with the impression the 
stately, white-hured woman had leit on his mind. 
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Then he thought it must be a mistake. There 
seemed an almost ludicrous incongruity between the 
coroneted envelope and the plebeian address to which 
it had been despatched. And then, finding that there 
was no mistake, he inconsequentlj wished that there 
had been one, and would have preferred to have been 
ignored by her rather than to be overwhelmed by 
this startling contingency. He, the be^;ar-student, 
the penniless pariah, to be admitted on visiting terms 
to one of the greatest houses in Odessa. The thought 
dizzied him, as though he were climbing some actual 
geog^phical height. And finally, to save himself 
from further confiict of his emotions, he sat down 
and wrote his acceptance of the invitation. 

He knew he was woefully ignorant of the niceties 
of social etiquette, but he felt that the first requisite 
of good manners was an absence of gaucherie and 
excitement So the self-control and assurance into 
which he had driUed himself during the intervening 
days did not forsake him on finding, as he was being 
shown into the drawing-room, that two other visitors 
— both ladies — ^were present. The Prefect remained 
seated, not interrupting his conversation with them ; 
but the baroness came to meet him with a charming 
smile. 

" Ah, I am glad to see you, Mr. Volkmann," she 
exclaimed. Then she sank her voice. " You see, we 
are not quite alone, as I promised we should be ; but 
some friends who happened to be passing through 
the town came in unexpectedly. You don't mind, 
do you ? " 
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" It is, perhaps, for me to apologize for " 

began Baruch. 

"The ideal" she interrupted him. And then, 
turning to her husband, said admonJshingly, " Sergei, 
here is Mr. Volkmann. You remember him, don't 
you ? " 

With an air of easy unconcern, Baruch stepped 
over to him to prevent him from rising. The Prefect 
shook hands, warmly enough, turning on him a 
glance of good humour that was, perhaps, not quite 
free from amusement. Baruch did not notice it, 
for there was something else which had asserted a 
previous claim to his observation. It was the 
younger of the two lady visitors, of whom in pass- 
ing he had caught a glimpse. The sight of her 
had awakened in him suddenly a strange sense of 
familiarity, an impalpable recollection, the origin of 
which he struggled for the moment vainly to locate. 
Where on earth had he seen this girl before ? It 
made him uneasy. Was he giving his imagination 
too free a hand — was he allowing it to colour with 
significance the most commonplace &cts ? This girl 

— a mere notion The baroness interrupted 

him. 

" Mr. Volkmann, let me introduce you. Madame 
de Koratoff — Mademoiselle de KoratofF." 

Then Baruch knew, and felt reassured. No, his 
thinking Acuities were normal enough. His iancy 
was not playing him any tricks. Of course, it was 
not by any means strange that he should know this 
girl It would have been much stranger if he did not. 
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That was as fiu* as he could get for the time being. 
The baroness, after handing him his tea, plunged 
him at once into the stream of the general conver- 
sation, and, as he could not help seeing, he delighted 
her bjf showing himself such an experienced swimmer. 
The g^rl did not say much, but she giggled a great 
deal, whether &om nervousness or from high spirits 
was difficult to determine. She was quite young, and 
had only a few months ago left the seclusion of the 
«>nrent school. 

At least, so she informed Baruch when the talk 
of the three older people took a turn to more intimate 
topics, leaving the other two detached and almost 
tSte-h-tSte. The girl seemed inclined to talk quite 
freely now. 

" Yes, mamma came to fetch me from the con- 
vent, and then she took me round on a visiting tour 
to all my numerous relatives. I suppose her idea 
was to gather in congratulations on the possession 
of such a wonderfid daughter. Don't you think 
so?" 

Baruch, jailing readily into her flippant strain, 
smiled as he wrinkled his eyebrows. 

** That's a difficult question to answer, made- 
moiselle. If 1 say Yes, it would be uncharitable to 
your mother. If I say No, it might be uncompli- 
mentary to you." 

"Oh, then don't do anything so horrible as 
wther. But, if you really want to know,*' she 
continued gravely, "they did seem to think very 

' V of me. Mafii^ the fiiss they made— just as 
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if I had been a princess. It's nice to be made a fuss 
of, isn't it ? " 

" Yes, in moderation.'* 

*' Excuse me, but my relatives do everything in 
moderation. Overdoing anything is very ungenteel, 
as Soeur Angcle used to tell us at the convent And 
we have been all of us very well brought up. O 
mon DieUf what was I talking about ? " 

** About the fuss." 

" Yes ; what do you think ? They actually gave 
parties in honour of me, with dancing and all. I sup- 
pose you do a great deal of dancing here in Odessa?" 

*• I have done a lot — in a sort of way," replied 
Baruch, grimly. 

"Then it must have been a queer sort of way, 
judging from the tone in which you say it," she 
continued, looking at him dubiously ; and the look 
seemed to tell Baruch that there might be a certain 
amount of depth and shrewdness beneath her in- 
genuous prattle. " Oh, I wish you wouldn't always 
put me out, Mr. Volkmann. Now, where was I ? 
Have I told you yet about my cousins ? No, I'm 
quite sure I haven't Oh dear, that was the greatest 
fiin of all. They are really very nice boys, especially 
at Aunt Olga's, where we have just come from ; but 
I hadn't been more than a day in the place when 
they turned into perfect cut-throats and desperadoes 
— all on account of me. Such quarrellings and black 
looks at one another ; and, fancy, the night before 
we went away poor Karol got three days* * chamber- 
arrest * from his fiithcfi because— oh, well, because 
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he kissed me in the corridor, and Ivan saw it and 
told uncle about it. Poor boy — but he slipped out 
through the window during the night, leaving a note 
to say that he had gone away to become a bandit 
chief in the Caucasus, and they would never see him 
any more. I wonder if he has come home yet. I 
really shall write to inquire— if I remember, that is." 

" Yes, you must have had a good time," com- 
mented Baruch. 

He was trying to sum her up. No, on the 
whole, the coquetry was unconscious, the " backfisch " 
was there in all her unadulterated ingenuousness. 
Be^des, she was pretty enough, in her dainty porce- 
lain fashion, to produce a flutter among a pack of 
callow boys. She was very young, even for the 
nineteen years which she claimed with indignant 
pride when he professed to doubt the fiicL It would 
probably be many years yet before she could be 
taken so'iously. However, what did it matter to 
him ? 

Her li[>s had closed with a mutinous expression, 
and she stared regretfully at the carpet 

*'But to-morrow it's all over. To-morrow we 
go back to Ditomar," she said, half to herself. 

" Ah, yes, to Ditomar," echoed Baruch, 

She shot him a swift look, 

" Why do you say that ? Do you know 
Ditomar ? " she asked, her curiosity visibly aroused, 

** Yes ; I was there once as a child." 

" Oh, indeed ? How very interesting. My 
lather, you know, General Koratoff, is Governor of 
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the Ditomarsk district. He's been there for ever so 
long, and they haven't given him any promotion 
yet." 

Baruch tried to look sympathetic. 

"Oh, I don't like it at all," she broke forth 
impetuously, " the idea of going back to the gloomy, 
draughty <^d Government House, standing all by 
itself just outside the forest. And then there's the 
river. It's all right in the winter, when you can 
skate on tt ; but when it thaws, and the floods come 

on Do you know, just before I went to the 

convent, we nearly all one night got drowned in our 
beds. But fancy your knowing Ditomar. Most 
people I ask have never even heard of it. They say 
it must have crept into the map when no one. was 
looking." 

** They were probably only chaffing you," sug- 
gested Bmich, with a smile. 

"Oho, were they ? Then please understand, 
once and for all, that 1 allow no one to chaff me, Mr. 
Volkmann,'* she exclaimed, as a dangerous light leapt 
into her eyes. 

That danger light was the only interest she had 
yet fiimished to Baruch, because it iUumined his 
mind to other recollections which otherwise might 
have remained obscured. He now at last recognized 
in her very completely the flaxen-haired little whirl- 
wind who had pursued her fearless course along the 
Ditomar roads on her flery Hungarian pony, laugh- 
ing deEance at the hoarse-throated remonstrances of 
the Cossack groom trying to keep as closely at her 
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heels as he could. Baruch wondered what she would 
say if he were to remind her of the occasion when» 
having nearly ridden him down, she struck at him 
with her riding-whip, screaming in her childish treble 
at the clumsy, dirty Jew-boy to get out of her way. 
And yet^ despite the good care he had taken ever 
afterwards to keep out of the way of the vixenish 
little amazon, she had again crossed his path — only 
this time she treated him with considerably more 
politeness. He felt strongly inclined to laugh out- 
right. A moment later she afforded him additional 
cause for amusement. 

** And then, perhaps, I wouldn't mind Ditomar 
so much, if it weren't for the Jews there. Why, the 
place is infested with them, simply swarming with 
them. Wherever you turn, it's unwashed brats and 
dra^le-tailed women and men with greasy long 
beards — oh, such ugly men. When I was home last, 
that's two years ago, they were uglier than ever. 
Oh, it's horrid ! Aren't you sorry for me, Mr. 
Volkmann i " 

*'What, that your lesthetic sense is so highly 
developed ? " asked Baruch, gravely. 

She looked at him puzzled. Then she shook 
her head. 

« I don't know what you mean. But you can 
take my word for it — they are horrid, those Jews. 
We all detest them — papa especially. They give 
him no end of trouble, papa says. If I were the 
Emperor, do you know what I should do with 
them?" 
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Baruch pretended to reflect. 

" Take them to the Kremlin, and feed them on 
marzipan," he sud finally. 

" Oh, Mr. Volkmann ! " she exclaimed, with 
every appearance of being terribly shocked. ** How 
can you suggest such a thing ? Why, it's treason^ 
it's sacrilege of the worst description. You can 
hardly be a Christian to say that. The Jews in the 
Kremlin I " 

"Well, what would you do with them ? " Baruch 
asked, biting his lip to keep back his laughter at her 
agitation. 

" I am not going to tell you, since you are so 
flippant. The Jews in the Kremlin I " 

This time Baruch could not help laughing out- 
right. What else was he to do ? Be dramatic and 
break this butterfly on the wheel of his indignation ? 
The dignity of his people must be a poor thing if it 
had to be defended agdnst, or avenged for, the sting 
of every puny gnat. But he had it on the tip of his 
tongue to ask her tf she had read Heine's " Donna 
Clara," and remembered the delectable part played 
in its eUnouement by that unknown Knight of 
Saragossa. 

She had evidendy r^ained her composure, for she 
was turning to him again with a smile, when there 
was a movement among the other group of three. 

"Alma, we must go," exclaimed Madame de 
Koratofli^. 

" If mamma sa]rs so, I suppose we mus^" sdd the 
girl, in what Baruch could not but think a tone of 
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regret. "And you haven't told me a word about 
yourself." 

" I never talk about myself," said Baruch, curtly. 

" Wha^ have you so much to hide ? " she asked 
gaily. 

Ag^n that flash of shrewdness. With proper 
handling, thought Baruch, the girl might be nude to 
grow out of being a fool. 

" I suppdse you are not likely to be in Ditomar 
agiun at any time in the near or far future, are 
you ? *' she continued. Her voice seemed to have 
resumed its note of regret 

" No one is safe against accidents," was his blunt 
reply. 

She seemed to be turning something over in her 
mind, and after some hesitation began impulsively — 

"Well, Mr. Volkmann, if ever you do come 

She could not finish her remark, because Madame 
de KoratoiF broke in on her — a little sharply, per- 
haps — 

'* Well, Alma, are you ready ? " 

"Yes, mamma, quite. Good-bye, Mr. Volk- 
mann," and she held out her hand. 

"Good-bye," he replied, taking it slowly. 
*• And don't forget " 

** Forget what ? " she asked eagerly. 

** To inquire about Karol." 

" Karol ? Oh yes, poor cousin Karol. Thank 
you very much for reminding me." 

She threw him another laughing nod ^m the 
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doorway, but whether it was from some peculiar 
effect of light and shadow, a mstful look seemed to 
have come into her great eyes. 

fiaruch and the baroness remained behind alone, 
for the Prefect had gone to see the visitors out and 
from there, as he informed Baruch, was proceeding 
straight on to his study. 

*' And now we can have ten minutes all to our- 
selves," said the baroness, making Baruch sit down 
on the settee next to her. 

She began by asking him a few questions re- 
ferring mainly to his college career, a subject she 
evidently thought herself entided to speak about, as 
it had formed the basis of their acquaintance. She 
seemed purposely to avoid all inquiry as to his 
previous history, but she did it unostentatiously, so 
as not to imply that it contained anything which did 
not bear being touched upon. And, above all, there 
was in her words a total absence of what might be 
taken for prying inquisitiveness or patronising 
curiosity. It was an interchange of information as 
between equals, paruch felt his heart swell. There 
came upon him a sense of buoyant exhilaration which 
scarcely allowed him to keep his seat. It all seemed 
so simple, so spontaneous, and yet this accident, 
which had set him in the very penetralia of the 
mighty — what a world of effort, of achievement did 
it not signify. What a measureless gulf separated 
him from what he was but a few weeks aga He 
forgot that all this might only be a fentastic inter- 
lude, that the grim struggle with the reality was 
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waiting to receive him again as soon as he set foot 
outside these charmed doors, that be was still nothing 
but the beg^;ar-student whom a momentary luxury 
should not blind to the inexorable necessities of his 
precarious lot. The inspiriting well-being of the 
hour fired him to unprecedented feats, and when 
eventually the nmn burden of the talk devolved on 
hinij he surpassed himself. The baroness listened 
to him smilingly, apparently inclined to go on and 
on listening to him, because, although Baruch, out 
of mere good manners, had risen once or twice to 
take his departure, the ten minutes had grown into 
a full hour before the baroness would consent to his 
leaving. Without having laid himself out to it^ he 
knew he had made on her a £ivourable impression, 
but how favourable he did not know till he was 
actually making his adieux to her. 

" Well, Mr. Volkmann, shall I tell you why I 
asked you to call here ? " she said. 

*'I have been wondering why," he replied 
quickly. 

" Because it struck me — well, I have never had 
a son, but if I had, I should have liked him to 
resemble you." 

Baruch flushed at the outspokenness of the 
compliment. 

" But you don't know me, baroness," he 
stammered. 

"An omission I hope to make good," she 
replied. 

Even so Baruch did not know whether her hope 
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was a mere commonpUce of courtesy, or whether she 
intended to act upon it. His mind was set at rest 
on the matter very soon and very conclusively. 
Three days after his visit he received an autograph 
letter from the Prefect, asking him to come and see 
him on a business of some importance. 

" My dear Volkmann," the Prefect received him 
laughingly, " you seem to have bewitched my wife. 
Fortunately, or unfortunately, she is nearly old 
enough to be your grandmother, so that knocks on 
the head any chance of scandal. The matter I wish 
to talk to you about is this. My junior private 
secretary has just left me, and my wife has prevailed 
upon me, a little against my will — you know my 
weakness for candour, Volkmann — to o(kr the post 
to you. On trial, of course." 

Baruch rose and impulsively took a step forward. 

** Are you really serious, sir ? " he quavered. 

"I never trifle in matters of business," replied 
the Prefect, ' gravely. "But just one moment, 
Volkmann." 

Baruch looked at him, his heart in his mouth. 

"There's a condition," continued the Prefect, 
not without a tinge of embarrassment in his manner. 

A light broke on Baruch, and he turned pale. 

" I see you have guessed what 1 refer to," s«d 
the Prefect, kindly. " Well, but seeing that yours 
will be a semi-official position, it is a sine qua nen that 
you should rid yourself of any disadvantage vnth 
which you may have been burdened by the accident 
of your birth." 
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" My religion, for instance ? " s^d Baruch. 

" Precisely. At the same time, your disburdening 
yourself is intended for nothing more than a measure 
of convenience. Talking as between men of the 
world, I know quite well that the whole thing can 
be nothing but a fraud. I don't know the strength 
of your religious convictions, but be they ever so 
weak, I don't expect you to be a modern Saul of 
Tarsus, going forth and being vouchsafed a miraculous 
conversion in the streets of Odessa. Still, there is 
no going away from it — you have to be labelled 
anew." 

"Will the label cover everything, your Ex- 
cellency ? " asked Baruch, his words a mere hoarse 
whisper. 

*' What do you mean ? " 

*<The inward reproach as well as the outward 
convenience." 

"That is a matter entirely for yourself," replied 
the Prefect "You are the master of your con- 
science." 

"And now I am to become its slave," said 
Baruch, his hce hard set. " No, your Excellency, 
I thank you and your wife for this renewed mani- 
festation of your goodwill to me — but I cannot 
accept it on those terms." 

'* I want to point out to you once more tiiat they - 
are no arbitrary disposition on my part, but simply 
an unavoidable necessity." 

*' I am aware of that, your Excellency. It makes 
my refusal all the more difficult to me." 
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The Prefect shrugged his shoulders. 

*'WelI, my dear Volkmann, just as you please. 
We can remain fnends just the same, and I have 
kept my word to my mfe. She will be rather 
disappointed. But why no^" he added, as though 
struck by a new idea, " take twenty-four hours to 
make up your mind, as you did last time ? It's a 
great opportunity to throw away on the spur of the 
moment" 

"Oh God, yes, a great opportunity," moaned 
Baruch. Then he broke out fiercely : " I implore 
your Excellency to accept my decision now." 

" It's too late for diat, Volkmann," replied the 
Prefect, firmly. "I cannot retract my suggestion 
that you should take a day to think the matter over. 
I never retract anything. It's too dangerous for a 
man with my burden of authority to appear in- 
consistent even to himself. If you tell me No 
tomorrow, I shall be sure that you have done 
justice to us both." 

Baruch staggered out and went home to think. 
It was as the Prefect had said — he had to do justice 
to himself. And he found out, as many have found 
out before him, that in order to do that, one had to 
descend to purgatory. Hour after hour went by, 
and he was still on the rack. He wondered — no, he 
knew, what the first Marrano had felt He shrank 
from the word. It seemed to him the first step on 
the road to compromise, to commitment And to 
make sure that he was not going on a Mse track, he 
turned back and started afresh. Time and again he 
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harked back to the beginnings but only to land him< 
self each time into Uie same iti^asse. Spent and 
weary he lifted his despuring hands to the cloud- 
covered heavens. 

As though in response to his appeal, the skies 
cleared in small, and then larger, and yet larger 
patches. Here and there a star came out, their 
number growing rapidly till, soon after midnight, 
the whole host of them thronged the firmament. 
Hungrily, expectantly, he fix«l his eyes upon them. 
Surely it was as profitable to commune with them as 
with his own inarticulate heart Gradually he b^an 
to read a message in them. In a burst of self- 
revelation he caught their drift. They were there to 
tell him that man, the infinitesimal pigmy, was but 
the toy of the giant infinities. What did he matter ? 
How much did man, though he typified a whole code 
of principles or the destiny of a nation, how much 
did he signify in the great scheme of things ? Ay, 
had God meant man to be divine, He would not 
have created the stars. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Two out of the three writing-desks in the laige 
room set aside for the Prefect's three private 
secretaries were unoccupied. At the third, the s<^e 
occupant of the room, sat Baruch, turning over 
voluminous papers and busily making notes. He 
rose and remained standing as the door opened and 
the Prefect entered. 

" I have something to tell you that will [^easc 
you, Volkmann," sud the Prefect, pleasantly. 

Baruch bowed, waiting for the other to continue. 

*' I have an inquiry from the Minister of the 
Interior for the name of the official who drew up 
the report on the condition of the South-Russian 
iron industry. He is very pleased with it He 
writes it is capitally done. Possibly it may mean a 
decoration for you." 

Baruch bowed again. 

" I am delighted to know that I have done my 
duty acceptably, your Excellency," he said quietly. 
"The knowledge is sufficient recompense for me." 

The Prefect assumed an air of mock displeasure. 

" That is the worst of you, Volkmann — your 
fondness for commonplaces," he said genially. '* As 
if you could make me believe that you would not 
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much sooner have the decoration. However, you 
are quite right No man can hope to be a good 
servant if he does not know how to play the 
hypocrite to his master." 

" Who is inducing in commonplaces now, your 
Excellency ? " asked Baruch, smiling. 

The Prefect laughed. 

*• Ah, well, I'll never get the better of you." 

He paused abrupdy, drew out his watch, and 
looked about him. His face clouded, 

** Half-past eleven — and you here all alone. 
Where arc Onogran and de Gorsld ? Haven't they 
been in yet ? " 

*' No, your Excellency," said Baruch. " But I 
was just about to hand your Excellency two letters 
addressed to you in their handwriting." 

The Prefect opened and glanced through them, 
a contemptuous smile deepening on his face, 

** Apologies for non-attendance, of course," he 
informed Baruch, tearing the two missives into 
shreds, and flinging them on the floor. " By a 
curious coinddence, they both have a relative dying. 
At any rate, there seems to have been no collusion 
' between them. Volkmann, you will have to keep 
a register of thar dead femily connections. The 
scamps I I haven't the ^intest doubt that one 
could find them on the Trttschka race-course or at 
the Casino roulette table." He uttered an ex- 
clamation that combined in it anger and relief. 
"Ah, well, Volkmann, fortunately I have you. I 
really don't know what I should have done otherwise." 
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" Your Excellency is too kind," said Baruch. 

" Very well, have it your way, since you won*t 
allow me to have an opinion of my own," smiled the 
Prefect " There, I know you want to get on with 
your work, so I won't waste any more of your 
time." And, mth a kindly nod, he left the room. 

It was by no means the first occasion in the two 
years during which Volkmann had been in the 
service of the Prefect that the latter had so frankly 
acknowledged the obligation he felt towards him. 
And Volkmann was human enough to acknowledge 
to himself, with equal frankness, that he deserved 
the Prefect's prsuses. But what he tried assiduously 
to conceal from himself, was the cause and motive 
force which, apart from his desire to make headway, 
had helped him to merit those praises. He would 
not admit to himself what really had made him 
plunge with such feverish zeal into his new environ- 
ment and occupation. He had determined that 
there was nothing to admit. He had to deal with 
one point, and one point only. He had taken his 
step, and it would not do to cripple his energies by 
nursing a valetudinarian conscience. " Boris 
Volkmann, Secretary to the Imperial Prefecture." 
The thrill of self-distrustful exultation with which 
he had scanned the new l^end of his ^siting-cards 
had decided him that he must never let his ambition 
run in double harness with his fear. They were an 
ill-matched team which might hurry even the deftest 
of charioteers to destruction. 

But, despite his decision to avoid all reference to 
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the ostensible change of his religious belief, acctdent 
came and struck one clear strong note that set all 
the dormant chords of his inner life vibrating once 
more. However, only for a little while ; then he 
turned back — and for all time, as he thought — to 
his policy of adamantine self-oblivion. It was when 
he heard of the death of both his parents. The news 
came to him in a letter from Nyman. That was the 
letter with which Nyman at length broke the obstinate 
^ence he had hitherto maintained towards all the 
communications and inquiries Banich had addressed 
to him. Banich knew that his letters had reached 
their destination, because they did not come back to 
him. Nyman's silence he accounted for as Nyman's 
way of showing that he had definitely turned his 
back on the past, and all it had ever cont^ned— 
Baruch Volkmann included. It could not be his 
protest against the new developments in Baruch's 
career, for Baruch had told him everything— except 
what there really was to tell. 

" Your parents died within a few hours of each 
other," ran Nyman's letter. ** There was no time 
to get you here to the funeral. I saw to it that 
they were buried decently. Out of the handsome 
allowance you have been making them for the last 
year or two — did I not prophesy that you would 
make a fortune out of private lessons after the 
general exodus ? — they had saved enough to pay all 
the necessary charges, and there mil be sufficient 
over for a tombstone. I believe they intended 
hoarding it up till it amounted to the price of your 
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railway journey there and back. They had got very 
near it, too. I send you my condolences. 

** As for myself, 1 am doing very well. At first 
I had a hard time of it, as the raft business, to which 
I applied myself, was rather slack, and there was 
nothing else doing. Integral calculus is at a discount 
in Ditomar. But lately I had a stroke of luck. The 
ferryman here died, and they gave me his posL 
The way I obtained the appointment — ahem, appoint- 
ment I — may interest and amuse you. listen. We, 
that is myself and half a dozen strapping mujiks, 
had to appear before the Gubernator, de KoratoiF — 
you may remember him, he was here in your time. 
He does everything himself, because that's the way 
he can do most mischief. I appear before his 
augustness, and he looks me up and down with a 
scowl. * What do you want, Jew ? ' he asks. ' The 
honour of becoming the Charon of Ditomar,' I 
replied. * The Charon — how do you know of 
Charon ? ' he asked, evidently surprised. I told 
him. He pondered for a moment, and then threw 
himself back in his chair and guflawed. 'By St. 
Christopher, you shall have it, Jew — just for the 
joke of the thing,' he said at last. * Ditomar shall 
have an academic ferryman.' Then he drew his lips 
into a sneer, and I knew he was going to say some- 
thing nasty. ' But don't go away with any false 
notions, my friend. Do you know why I do it ? 
Not to do you a good turn — Heaven forbid I — but to 
show you Jews your proper place. Enpneers, 
professorships I Pack-asses, beasts of burden, that's 
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all you are fit for, and that's all you shall be. You 
shaU find your level.' A charming man, eh ? I 
am paid two roubles a week, not counting tips. 
And they charge me nothing for the chance of 
devdoping my biceps. 

" Yours to command — 

" Nyhan, the Stygian." 

Immediately on receipt of this letter Baruch, 
pleading ill-health, had asked and obtained a week's 
leave of absence. Then he packed up a few neces- 
sary things, and, taking train for a small town in the 
neighbourhood of Odessa, he hired a room, and sat 
himself down on his low stool to observe the sMva, 
the prescribed seven days of mourning. He could 
not have done it at his own lodgings in the fashion- 
able quarter without attracting unnecessary comment. 
It was the only resource he had of honouring the 
memory of his parents. No one could deprive him 
of that. They themselves had deprived him of 
seeking their earthly forgiveness for the wrong he 
had done them, and in the first throes of his poignant 
remorse, he thought that in doing so they had done 
him almost as great a wrong. Quite a secondary 
consideration with him was the meagreness of the 
details with which Nyman had furnished him as to 
the cause of thar death, and the peculiar circum- 
stance of their dying within so brief an interval of 
one another. Some epidemic probably. Epidemics,, 
of a more or less fatal character, were the diief pro- 
duct of Ditomar. No, there was nothing significant- 
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in Neman's laconic intimation. Of course he 
wrote to ask him for greater explicitness ; bu^ as he 
half expected^ Nyman had lapsed back into his 
previous silence. 

Still, what did it matter ? The old people were 
dead — there was no doubt about that. Nyman was 
not given to practical joking. And Baruch went 
back to Odessa, feeling as though in those seven 
days he had lived a hundred years. At least, how- 
ever far back he looked, he could see no landmark 
on the old road. The Ditomar hovel, which had 
sheltered his parents, had been the last of them. 
And now that this too was gone, he could not 
venture back, because he would never find the way. 
And so, by a skilful combination of quibbling and 
bravado, he tided over the crisis. 

This was about six months ago, and during all 
that time he had, true to his resolution, turned his 
gaze forward and ever forward. Gradually the 
sense of newly found freedom and safety, with 
which he had resumed his daily task at die Pre* 
fecture, had become a less and less conscious &ctor 
with him, until it had merged itself into his scheme 
of normal routine. He had ceased to be vexed 
by the irksome thought of being called upon to 
tie up broken threads. He had begun to forget 
that man is the creature, as he is the creator, of 
circumstance, and his soul was therefore shaken to 
its foundations when the unexpected reminder came 
to him. It came by most indirect and circumambient 
ways. 
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At five o'clock that afternoon the Prefect stepped 
into his room. 

" I shall have to take you home with me, 
Volkmann," he said with a disagreeeable air, which, 
however, was clearly not intended for Baruch. ** We 
must do the work of those two scamps to-night. 
The accumulations are already enormous. I must 
not allow them to grow." 

" At your Excellency's service," replied Baruch, 
readily. 

On arriving at the house the Prefect left Baruch 
in the library and himself stepped up to hts wife's 
room. 

" I have brought Volkmann home to dine with 
us, my dear," he said. " Have you any objection ? " 

** Not the least. You know I am always pleased 
to see him," replied the Baroness. " "What is it ? 
I can see you have had some annoyance." 

*'Only the usual. Onogran and de Gorski 
thought it time to give me another proof of being 
thoroughly unsadsfiictory and unreliable. They 
know the great pressure of work I have to con- 
tend with, and yet they don't scruple to absent 
themselves." 

'* You should dismiss them," said the baroness, 
dryly. 

" That's not so easy as it looks, my dear," the 
Prefect replied ruefully. " Think of the hue and 
cry I should stir up about my ears. You know 
they can brii^ great influence to bear at St. Peters- 
burg. No, I'm afraid I must put up with them 
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until they run away of their own accord to escape 
their creditors. In the mean time I must content 
myself with being grateful to you for having given 
me Volkmann." 

** I can hardly take any credit for that," she 
smiled. "It isn't that I went about with a candle 
by daylight looking for him. He was a mere 
accident." 

The Prefect was pensive for a moment or two, 
then he turned to her with an answering smile. 

" For all your modesty, however, Adile, there 
is one thing for which I insist on your taking 
credit" 

" You alarm me, Sergei," she jested. 

" In fact," he continued, " it is very remiss on 
my part not to have expressed to you my admiration 
for it before." 

" And therefore you waste more time over these 
preliminaries. May I know what you admire so 
much in me ? " 

"Among a host of other things — your attitude 
to Volkmann. I was afraid that, considering your 
first enthusiasm for him, you would not — a thousand 
pardons, my dear, for using the expression — you 
would not know exactly where to draw the line. I 
had an idea that you would drag him, as the greatest 
discovery of the age, through the drawing-rooms of 
your friends. But while, of course, you have treated 
him with invariable kindness and courtesy, you have 
taken care to remember the social gulf between you 
and one who— well, whatever his merits, his origin 
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is a little recent, isn't it ? Still, when did I ever 
find occasion to complun of your tact, my dear ? " 

"The tact was not mine at all — it was his, 
Sergei," swd the baroness, gravely. "It was he 
who insisted on my drawing the line. I of&red to 
do for him exactly what you just now complimented 
me on not doing for him. I asked him to accept 
invitations, introductions ; his answer was always 
the same." 

" What, pray ? " 

*' He argued it out with me. He wanted to 
work and not to play." 

**yes, he works. He will go fiir," said the 
Prefect, musingly. 

** Well, will you let him go as far as Ditomar ? " 
asked the baroness, with a smile. 

** I don't quite understand, Adile." 

" I mean diat I have had an agonized letter fit)m 
Maria Koratofi; She wants us to spend our holidays 
with them this year. They can't get away them- 
selves, and she and poor little JUma are boring 
themselves to death. We really ought to go. We 
have refused so many times." 

** But where does Volkmann come in, my dear ? " 
asked the Prefect. 

" I want him to accompany us," explained the 
baroness. 

" Volkmann accompany, us ? Impossible, Adile," 
exdmmed the Prefect. « He is the junior of the 
three. What will they say ? " 

"That's exacdy my point, Sergei," said the 
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baroness. *' I want them to feel the rebuke. It 
will be your vote of censure on thdr many delin- 
quencies. No, Seigei," she continued energetically, 
'* I will not allow you to submit any longer to their 
insolent^ despite their being badced up by the 
St. Petersburg cliques. I insist on our going to the 
KoratofB and taking Volkmann with us." 

*' Oh, well, since you insist, my dear Adele," the 
Prefect rqoined meekly, 

" Thank you, Sergd/* said the baroness. 

" Gjme, Volkmann, we can do a good hour yet 
before dinner," entering the library briskly. ** Let's 
show our friends that we can do very well without 
them and their djang relatives. Oh, by the way, 
before I forget, I may as well tell you so that you 
may have time to make your arrangements.' My 
wife and I are starting on our holidays next week, 
and we have decided that you should come along 
with us." 

"I am more delisted than I can say, your 
Excellency," replied Baruch, his Bushed hcc giving 
token of his pleasiu^. 

*• Yes, we are going to stay for a few weeks with 
our friends, the de Koratofls. I think you met 
Madame de KoratofF and her daughter here two 
years ago." 

"But Madame de KoratofF lives at " 

stammered Baruch. 

" Yes ; they are still at Ditomar. That's where 
we are going. Perhaps you would sooner not come. 
It may be too quiet for you." 
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'* Oh, not at all, your Excellency." 
•* Very well then, that's settled. Now to work." 
But Baruch, without letting the Prefect see it, 
worked with only half a brain ; the other half was 
busy working out the meaning of his return to 
Ditomar. Did it mean punishment or forgiveness, 
this opportunity of olFenng a prayer at his parents* 
last resting-place ? 
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CHAPTER V 

DiTOMAR was en fite. The Governor had given 
orders that the arrival of his disdnguished guests 
should be treated as a public event, and that they 
should be received accordingly. The result was a 
few spasmodic and elementary attempts at decoration 
along the line of route, which a heavy rain over- 
night succeeded in reducing to a final state of hope- 
less bedragglement. There were otherwise but 
scanty signs of popular enthusiasm, and the posse of 
mounted gendarmes had little trouble in clearing a 
way for the two carriages conveying Monsieur and 
Madame de KoratofF and their guests from the 
railway-station to the Government House. Madame 
de Koratoff and the baroness were alone in the 
first carri^, while the Governor, the Prefect, and 
Volkmann followed in the second. 

There was upon Volkmann an almost crushing 
sense of unreality and doubt. It seemed strange to 
htm beyond all possibility of belief that this should 
be the manner of his return to Ditomar. The sight 
of the familiar scenes swept away the great mass of 
intervening years, and he saw himself once more 
the hungry, bare-footed, litde urchin to whom the 
streets were full of vague terrors, and whom the 
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dimmest suggestion of a uniform or the most distant 
clank of a sabre sent scampering wildlj^ to cover. 
And here he was passing through these same streets, 
with these same uniformed men obsequious to hts 
merest nod, and more than proud to be called upon 
to give him proof of their servility. Here was still 
the precipitous ditch wherein he and Nyman had 
crouched shivering on the night of their flight to 
escape being questioned by the patrolling policeman ; 
and here — his heart came into his mouth — was the 
house he knew so well and in the doorway of which 
he might, had he come a few months earlier, have 
seen his iather and mother peeping timidly out upon 
the unwonted sight. The house was almost as he 
had left it ; things moved slowly in Ditomar, even 
to their decline. There were, perhaps, a few more 
holes in the thatch and more paper-patches in the 
window-panes. It was occupied again, as he could 
see from the multitude of little shock-heads clustering 
on the doorstep. Was it possible that he himself 
was not one of that grimy, ragamuffin crew ? 

He was shaken out of his ruminations by a 
jolt of the carriage which had come to a sudden 
stop. 

**'We have got into a rut," said the Prefect, 
looking out. 

" i am not surprised ; everything does that in 
this cursed place," replied de Koratofi^, emphasizing 
the adjective vnth an additional oath. " Here's an 
instance in point of what I was just telling you. It 
will give you an idea of what I have to put up mth. 
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my frieDd. I've been positively writing my finger- 
tips off to the Ministry to let me have a few 
thousand roubles for patdiing up these gutters into 
some semblance of streets. The only answer I ever 
get is, there is no money available for improvements 
in outlying places like Ditomar, but that I am at 
liberty to get it out of the inhabitants — if I can. If 
I can I Just look about you," and' he swung his 
arm round viciously. *' What do you think can be 
squeezed out of this old lumber-hole ? " 

" It's very disagreeable," murmured the Prefect, 
sympatheticdly. 

Volkmann had sat up and for the first time 
allowed his gaze to sweep more freely to the right 
and left of him. He was quite convinced that he 
was safe against recognition. He knew himself so 
little here, that there was no possibility of others 
knowing him. Here and there he encountered the 
quick, shifty look of some well-remembered fece, 
and he grasped tightly at the carriage-ledge as if to 
prevent himself from jumping up and calling out at 
the top of his voice, *' What are you afraid of, you 
fools ? Look at me — why, I am only Baruch, the 
bootmaker's son, come here to masquerade among 
you as one of the mighty ones who handle your 
destinies." An aching sense of strangeness came 
over him. The intimacy, the homeliness of the 
scene began to exercise a subtle sway over him, and 
the deeper it wormed its way into his heart, the 
more poignantly he felt himself aloof and lonely. 
Why would not one of these men and women whom 
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he knew so well — who knew him so well if the^ 
would only exercise their perception — why would 
not one of them give him a long^ straight look, 
warming up gradually into an understanding smile ? 

He could not make out how it was, but presently 
he became aware of some mysterious response to his 
great desire. The grooms had just succeeded in 
working the wheels out of the rut, when he caught a 
glimpse of a woman's face peering at him hard fivm 
behind a tattered strip of curtain at a window some 
yards ahead of him. The hct had disappeared 
again in a fiash, yet it had left on Volkmann the 
impression of a glance that seemed something more 
than the gratifying of an ordinary curiosity. There 
was in it a tinge of fear and startled wonder. And 
again, just as the carriage dashed by, he bad a sug- 
gestion of great black ^es fixed upon him with 
glassy tenseness, and the tattered strip of curtain 
quivered unsteadily, as thoi^h held in place by an 
agitated hand. But struck as he was by the incident, 
it conveyed no meaning to him. Perhaps it was 
only his fancy. And, if it were more than that, he 
could not help knowing by now, despite his anchorite 
habits, that he had the power — unwelcome enough 
to him — of drawing the attention of many of the 
women whom he passed. 

The cordial readiness with which the de Kora- 
toflfe had acceded to the baroness' request for per- 
mission to bring her husband's secretary along with 
them to Ditomar, was further exemplified by the 
preparations which Volkmann found had been made 
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for his comfort at the Government House. Quite 
a little suite of rooms — there were rooms and to 
spare in the big rambling building — had been set 
aside for his use, the appointments of which left 
nothing to be desired for taste or convenience. A 
Gjssack was assigned to him to act as his valet and 
orderly, and de KoratoiF impressed upon him that 
he would take it gready amiss if he hesitated in the 
expression of any msh which might add still further 
to his well-being. And Volkmann looked out 
through the large bay-window from which he could 
survey the whole township, asking himself with a 
dazed wonder if his mind would ever become large 
enough to comprehend the fiill irony of the situation. 
He had washed and changed his clothes in readi- 
ness for dinner, and then he found that it lacked 
nearly half an hour yet to the time fixed for the meal. 
For a few minutes he remained seated at the open 
window, trying to bring some order into the chaos 
of his thoughts, and some peace into the conflict of 
his emotions. Then his restlessness of spirit, in 
which the influence of his surroundings and the 
buoyant stir of the balmy summer evening subtly 
united, drove him out of the room. He would 
make his way out to the spacious garden below, 
where he would have a better chance of collecting 
himself Striding through the long corridor he 
passed the drawing-room^ through the open door of 
which he caught sight of a girlish figure moving 
about within noiselessly, gracefully, engaged at that 
particular moment in arranging some flower-vases 
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on the piano. He stopped involuntarily in the 
doorway. Ah, he had quite forgotten that he had 
not yet paid his respects to the daughter of his hosts. 
He had heard the baroness making inquiries about 
her at the station, but he had not felt sui&ciently 
interested to listen to Madame de KoratoiTs reply. 
So here she was. He recognized her easily enough 
even in the half-light She had not changed much 
in those two years. Why should she ? What was 
there to make her change ? People who, like her, 
were not given to overmuch &et of mind or soul, 
could not be expected to register any great changes 
in their external appearance in so short a time. At 
that instant, whether by chance or design, she turned 
up the light and came full into his view. No, he 
had been wrong — she did not seem quite the same. 
Before he could particularize the dii^ence she was 
walking towards him with hand outstretched in 
smiling unaffected welcome. 

" How do you do, Mr. Volkmann ? " 
** I am delighted to meet you again. Mademoiselle 
de Koratoff," he replied, with a formal ring in his voice 
that contrasted rather strongly with her cordiality. 

He could now study the difierences he thought 
he had observed in her at his ease. He did it with 
a sort of negligent curiosity, not caring very much 
whether she repaid study or not The girlish 
angularity was gone, and with it the last traces of 
childhood. The [>orcelun daintiness of features was 
still there, but tt seemed to have taken a harder hue. 
There was also a harder look in her eyes, which 
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only, however, made them more frank and unafraid 
than he remembered them. And a little tenseness 
at the corners of the mouth seemed to speak of 
lessons in restraint, the moral value of which did 
not compensate for their necessity. Volkmann, 
having arrived at this point in his observations, felt 
strongly inclined to laugh. He was surely allowing 
his fimcy to play too freely ; he was reading into 
her too much — a great deaJ more than she herself 
thought she offered to the casual eye. If he took 
her as he found her, it was no doubt quite as much 
as she expected or deserved. 

She was hesitating with her next remark. When 
it came it seemed to be uttered on the spur of the 
moment. 

" So it appears, Mr. Volkmann, that you did not 
guard ag^nst accidents." 

" What do you mean ? " he asked bluntly, 

" Didn't you say last time that that was the 
condition on which you were likely to find yourself 
in Ditomar again ? " 

*• Did I ? Fancy your remembering that," he 
excl^med, astonished. 

"Another accident," she replied lightly, but 
colouring up. Then, to hide her embarrassment, 
she continued quickly: "Well, how does Ditomar 
strike you on further acquaintance ? " 

" That's hardly feir to Ditomar, is it ? " he 
replied thoughtftilly. 

" No, perhaps not. But, at any rate, we tried 
hard that it should look its best We hadn't 
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made allowances for the rain combg to spoil the 
decorations." 

" What does that matter ? I am sure the Prefect 
and the baroness have every reason to be satisfied 
with their welcome." 

" Oh, indeed, if you knew how eagerly we have 
been expecting them," she cried impulsively. " You 
can't imagine how desperately dull we are here. 
Do you remember my mentioning my fears to you 
last time ? Well, they have been more than realized." 

*' I don't know why they should. You should 
hardly be dull here. There seems plenty to do." 

The abruptness of the sentences seemed to lend 
an intentional harshness to his words. The girl 
clearly did not know how to take him, for her reply 
oscillated between seriousness and badinage. 

" Plenty to do, Mr. Volkman ? What, for in- 
stance ? I should be so gratefiil for any suggestion." 

"Would you really?" he asked, his brows 
wrinkling. 

" Yes, although you look so threatening," she 
replied, still inclining to the ^de of flippancy. 

" Look at the wretchedness all around you," he 
said brusquely. 

This time she was, or aflected to be, openly 
amused, for she broke into a ringing laugh. 

•' My dear Mr. Volkmann, what a funny idea— 
to find distraction in contemplating the misery of 
others 1 " 

**Not only in contemplating i^ mademoiselle 
but in relieving it" 
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** What do you mean ? " 

Her eyes opened wide like those of a bewildered 

child. 

" I should have thought I had made it plain 
enough. Have you no sickness here— no, star- 
vation ? " 

" I believe so," she said in a matter-of-fact tone. 
" At any rate, papa is being continually worried by 
beggars of every description." 

«WeUI" 

He flung the monosyllable at her like a chal- 
lenge. In an instant her mood changed, and he 
could see she recc^nized and accepted his challenge 
from the way she stepped back and drew herself 
up haughtily. 

"Really, Mr. Volkmann, this seems a little 
beside the point." 

« Not at all," he said firmly.- " You asked me 
for a recipe against dulness — and I gave you one." 

"If you presumed to give one, you should have 
thought of one more suitable. The last I expected 
was that you should suggest to me to seek the 
society of — of the local rifiraff and busy myself wth 
their sordid aifiiirs. You might have thought twice 
before you asked me to forget my station." 

** Which, of course, is asking of you a veiy great 
deal." 

She looked sharply at his quiedy smiling fece, 
and there was something of the wild-cat in the way 
in which she showed her white litde teeth for an 
instant 



T,Google 



THE FERRY OF FATE 65 

" I believe, Mr. Volkmann, you are tr^ng to 
amuse yourself at my expense, I never allow 
that." 

*' So you told me the first time we met. You 
see, I also have recollections of that historic event." 

She set her lips tightly before she replied — 

*' I think, Mr. Volkmann, we are going to be 
very bad friends." 

" Yes, I am afraid we have started rather badly," 
he admitted} nonchalantly. 

She turned away and busied herself once more 
with the flower-vases on the piano. But she did 
not handle them as gently as he had observed her 
doing it before. 

*• 1 wonder why the others are so long ? " She 
broke the silence a^er a pause which she seemed to 
consider sufiicient to re-establish relations of formal 
politeness between herself and him. '* If you will 
excuse me I will go and see." 

She was hal^y towards the door when there 
were footsteps in the corridor, and a tall, good- 
looking young man in the uniform of a captain 
of dragoons stepped in with a rather unnecessary 
clatter of spurs. In his effeminate features he 
showed a strong family resemblance to Made- 
moiselle de KoratofF. 

"Ah, Cousin Karol, I was just coming to look 
for you," she cried, her manner once more light and 
insouciant. " Step here, Karol, and let me do the 
introduction. Mr. Boris Volkmann, M. de Golgof- 
sky's secretary, — my cousin Karol." 
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" CaptMn Larmorin, at your service," corrected 
the young man, bowing stiffly to Volkmann. 

"I beg your pardon. I quite forgot that you 
had a handle and a surname," she laughed. " What 
do you think, Mr. Volkmann, the dear, sweet boy 
came the day before yesterday, quite as a surprise. 
And you are going to stay quite a long time, aren't 
you, Cousin Karol ? " 

"That depends, Couwn Alma," was the curt 
reply. 

" On how much sport you get, I suppose ? " said 
Alma, with another laugh. " Papa and mamma 
wouldn't let me come to the station," she con- 
tinued, addressing herself to Volkmann, *' because 
they thought I ought to stay at home to put the 
final touches to things here, and Cousin Karol 
volunteered to stay too and help me. Wasn't that 
good of him ? " 

Karol frowned. 

" I don't see how these details can interest Mr. 
_Mr. " 

'* Volkmann," prompted Volkmann, with a bow. 

" I am quite sure they don'^" agreed Alma. 
" But I just mention them to strike a more 
personal note, and make Mr. Volkmann feel more 
at home with us. But, of course if you don't 
want me to do so, I won't mention a word — not 
even that, in your great anxiety to be of us^ you 
broke mamma's pet ipergHe. By the way, where 
did you disappear to after that ? " 

'* I took my gun and went down to the coverts, 
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Cousin Alma," replied Karol, visibly mollified by her 
interest in his doings. 

" Did you have any luck ? " 

"Aiiyamount. I shotacouple ofhedgehogs and 
finghtened some Jews out of their lives," laughed 
Karol. 

*• Well, that's better than nothing, isn't it, Mr. 
Volkmann ? " asked Alma. 

" I can't say. I'm not a good judge of what 
constitutes sport," the latter replied dryly. 

" You say that as if it was something to boast 
about, Mr. er — er Volkmann," sneered Karol, who 
had been measuring Volkmann with a not too 
friendly glance. 

Volkmann was spared the trouble of a reply by 
the entrance of the two elder couples. They made 
a merry group. Monsieur and Madame de Koratoff 
being evidently in high feather at the arrival of 
their guests. Thn'e seemed every indication that 
it would be a most successfid visit. Indeed, what 
cause did they have for misgivings or suspicions 
of sinister issues to attend such smiling auspices ? 
Laughingly the Governor gave his arm to the 
baroness. 

" Oh dear, there's a lady short I " exclaimed 
Madame de KoratoiF, in mock despair. 

"Easily remedied, you foolish creature," said 
the Governor, cheerily. " The two youngsters must 
take Alma in between them." 

The two men instantly offered their arms. 
Alma looked with coquettish hesitation from one 
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to the other. Then, with a laugh, she slipped past 
them. 

" No, thank }rou ; it's so ignominious to be 
halved like tha^ papa. I'D take myself in whole, 
if you don't mind," she cried, with a mischievous 
nod at Karol. 

Karol dashed after her, quivering with delight. 
Mother of God I what devils these women were for 
cleverness, and his Cousin Alma was the biggest 
devil of them all. To prevent herself taking the 
arm of the other fellow, she would take that of 
neither I 

Baruch followed them slowly, and took his seat at 
her side without a word. She was half turning her 
back to him as she sat, of coiu^e to imply that he 
was still under her displeasure, and that he must 
not mistake the armistice she had granted him for 
a complete cessation of hostilities. Baruch laughed 
to himself. This flighty scatterbrain had evidently 
engaged in a violent flirtation with the tiulor's dummy 
she called cousin, and wished to employ him as her 
stalking-horse. In Heaven's name, let her, if she 
wanted to. She repaid him amply by the amusement 
he derived from her manceuvres. But it would be 
well for her if she instilled into him nothing more 
than this contemptuous amusement He could not 
combat his utter repugnance, not so much against 
her* own personality, but in so far as she typified the 
atmosphere of this house and of the class to which 
she took such manifest pride in belonging. She 
embodied for him the decadent social tone, the 
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degenerate moral system by which even such as sh^ 
still young and plastic enough to be amenable to 
better influences, had been drilled into meeting all 
appeals to her higher self with a front of obdurate 
and hide-bound egotism. 

Well, what did it matter ? It was really no 
business of his. He had not come here to make 
sociolc^cal studies. He was here merely in the 
ordinary course of office routine, and any pleasure 
he derived from the visit was only the knowledge, 
the additional proof it gave him of how firmly he 
had established himself in his master's affections and 
confidence. Otherwise, his emotional side had no 
place here. He might look upon himself as a 
machine which had to turn out so much work a 
day at his superior's bidding. And when this visit 
was over, he might or might not succeed in eradicating 
it from his memory as a disagreeable experience. 
_ The meal proceeded slowly and tediously for 
him, not because he felt no interest in the general 
conversation, in which he himself joined but sparingly, 
but because he was impatient to be free to follow 
out the one personal object of his coming. He 
wanted to see Nyman, to speak to him about his 
parents, to ask him to point out to him the place 
where they were buried. He had not looked out 
for him along the route from the station. He knew 
Nyman was not the sort of man to go an inch out of 
his way for anything that might be taken to pander 
to ordinary human curiosity. Volkmann remembered 
him answering once, when he was asked to witness 
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the procession of a great personage through the 
streets of Odessa, that he would not put his head 
out of the window to see a cavalcade of archangels 
riding down the Milk^ Way. If only this inter- 
minable meal were over ! 

Presently Madame de KoratofF gave the signal 
to rise. 

The Prefect and the Governor had been confabu- 
lating with lowered voices towards the end of the 
meal. The Prefect had occasionally shot a solicitous 
glance at Yolkmann. 

" I don't care what your opinion is, my friend," 
de KoratoiF was saying heatedly to the Prefect as 
they rose to their feet, " I have always had my policy, 
and am determined to abide by it. Kindness is 
thrown away on them. A firm hand, a tight squeeze 
by the scruff, intimidation, terrorism, if you like — 
take my word for it, that's the only way of dealing 
with these dogs. What do you say, Volkmann ? " 

** Which dogs, your Excellency ? " smiled Volk- 
mann. 

The Prefect held up an imperative hand. 

"Hush, de Koratoffl I won't have you say 
another word about it. 1 haven't come here to dis- 
cuss controversial questions. I get as much of that 
as I require for my comfort in Odessa. Come along. 
We'll follow the ladies to the drawing-room." 

** Have one of mine ? I can recommend them. 
In the regiment they say I'm the best connoisseur of 
cigarettes," said Karol, sauntering ^p to Volkmann, 
the open case in his hand. 
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" Thanks," replied Volkmann, taking one. 

" Seems you didn't have much to say for yourself 
over dinner," continued Karol, afiably. 

"WeU, why should I?" 

"Oh, because, somehow, you look the sort of 
chap who could say a great deal if he wanted to," 
explained Karol, the geniality of his mood still 
growing. 

Baruch understood perfectly. Karol was flushed 
with victory — and perhaps also a little with wine. It 
was evident that he had found his fears of the other 
as a possible rival quite ungrounded, for all during 
dinner Alma had devoted herself to him with pointed 
exclusiveness. And, like the overgrown schoolboy 
he was, he could not resist flaunting, as he thought, 
his good fortune in the other's face. 

Volkmann was fidgetting, not knowing how to 
make his escape. 

" Let's go and have a game of billiards," suggested 
Karol. 

*' I am very sorry — I can't play billiards." 

Karol adopted an openly commiserating air. Poor 
fellow of a quill-driver, who didn't know what sport 
meant^ and couldn't even handle a cue 1 And he 
had demeaned himself into feeling a moment's 
jealousy of him I 

Alma came back Into the room on some osten- 
sibly though not very apparent, household errand. 
Volkmann seized the opportunity. 

" I hope I won't seem rude if I desert you," he 
said. 
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" Oh ? " There seemed something of disappoint- 
ment in her exclamation. 

" I should like to see how much of Ditomar I 
remember." 

"Couldn't you do that better in the daytime ?" 
she said distantly. 

" I would prefer to do it now." 

" You are perfectly at liberty to do as you please, 
Mr. Volkmann." 

*' Thank you. I shall go to make my excuses 
to your mother. By the way, I am delighted your 
cousin Karol did not become a Caucasian bandit." 

Before she could reply he was gone, and Karol 
was standing before her. 

" What was that he said ? I thought I heard him 
mention my name," he said suspiciously. 

"I couldn't quite catch what he said, Cousin 
Karol," was Cousin Alma's somewhat snappy reply. 
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CHAPTER VI 

The approach to the ferty was a nondescript path 
trodden here and there into some semblance of a 
footway by the tramp of those passing down to the 
riverside. The ferry, however, was not an institution 
which enjoyed any very great popularity. The fiu* 
across cost two copecks, and was it not a positive 
crime to squander such a lot of money — as money 
went in Ditomar — on a ride of five minutes, when it 
could be saved by using the bridge a mile and a half 
further up ? It only meant that your feet throbbed 
a little more, and there was an additional twinge or 
two to your aching back, especially on the home- 
ward journey ; but what was that to the joy of two 
copecks sared ? Every morning saw the straggling 
exodus of the Jewish hawkers trudging sturdily 
;u:ross the bridge to the other side of the river, 
where civilization was said to begin and where most 
of Ditomar earned its alleged livelihood. Every 
evening they returned, a limp, jaded crew, sometimes 
heartened by a little margin of profit more often 
heavy with the thought of a futile day behind them, 
and certain of nothing but of going through the same 
hazardous routine on the morrow. And then they 
passed the ferry, and gave thanks to God that however 
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bad things were^ they were not as bad as they 
might be. For poor as they were, they might easily 
have been poorer by two copecks still. It restored 
to them their optimism. And the heavy, lumbering 
hulk that passed for a ferry-boat, never received 
the credit for bang the great moral influence it 
really was. 

Still, there were quite a number of people in 
Ditomar who used the ferry every now and then, 
such as the members of the Governor's household 
and his staiF, the priest, the doctor, and a few other 
people who did not have to count their incomes by 
farthings. The department over which de Koratoff 
ruled was one of the smallest in the Russian empire, 
but small as it was it was intersected by the broad 
Dnieper, and so suffered ftom the curious geographical 
anomaly that Ditomar, the seat of the government 
stood almost isolated on one side of the river, whilst 
the main portion of the administrative district con- 
tinued on the side opposite. Despite its being the 
centre of authority, Ditomar contained no troops 
except the small detachment of Cossacks who acted as 
the Governor's bodyguard ; while the two regiments 
allotted to the department for the maintenance of law 
and order, and more especially for the enforcement 
of tithes and taxes from the more recalcitrant children 
of the Little Father, were stationed on the other side 
of the river, two miles inland, in the barracks at 
Korsk. It was this circumstance which, although 
there was telegraphic communication between the 
two places, occasioned the chief use of the ferry and 
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made the fenyman's post no sinecure. And, indeed, 
whoever did or did not do his dut^ in Ditomar, it 
had to be admitted that the man who drove that 
unwieldy craft edgeways against the swift swirl of the 
current was worthy of his hire. 

It was this thought which, combined with feelings 
of pity and longing, hurried Baruch impetuously 
down the final stretch of incline leading down to the 
riverside, heedless of the squelching foot-holes that 
made him stumble at almost every other step. Now 
that he was so near he wondered how he had 
succeeded in controlling so long his overmastering 
eagerness for the sight and sound of the friend of 
his heart. In those moments it became clear to him 
that the friendship they had pledged to each other 
at parting, more than two years ago, was, to him, at 
least, still a real living thing, which did not need the 
galvanizing spur of sudden emotional stress to make 
it assert its strength. Now he knew that it had been 
there all the time, obscured, perhaps, by the louder 
and more blatant calls of his new life, but drawing 
a serenely regular breath, secure in its own vital 
insistence. Oh, to &ncy that he was, instantly 
almost, to see Nyman again I His eyes strained 
ahead through the last flicker of the evening twilight, 
and caught sight of a figure huddling forward on a 
tree-stump, the head bent low as though in sleep. 
Baruch covered the last few yards, but still without 
attracting attention from the stooping figure. 

"Nyman," he said, touching him gendy on the 
shoulder. 
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Nyman jumped up, and the volume over which 
he had been bending, deeping or awake, fell between 
his knees. VTith a throb of heart-ache Baruch 
recognized in the book the well-thumbed Horace 
of old. 

*'A11 right — step in," said Nyman, gruffly, 
preparing to lead the way to the ierry. 

" Nyman 1 '* Baruch cried again. 

The other &ced him with a start, but the sudden 
quiver of surprise into which he had allowed himself 
to be betrayed, gave place again presently to a stony 
stolidness. 

"Ah, it's you, is it ? " he said nonchalantly. ** I 
&ncied you would turn up one of these days." 

" But it's no longer your 6incy, Nyman," cried 
Baruch. ** I have come — I have really come. Oh, 
Nyman, Nyman, why so cruelly cold to me ? Aren't 
we brothers any more ? " 

*' Welcome, Baruch," said Nyman, holding out a 
steady hand. 

** No, no, that's not good enough," said Baruch, 
sternly. 

And then, the next moment, he was str^ning the 
other to him in a close embrace. Nymaa offered no 
resistance. At length he disengaged himself gently, 
took a few strides away from Baruch, and came back 
again. There was a pregnant pause, during which, 
however, their thoughts communed pliunly enough 
with one another. It was Baruch who broke the 
silence. 

" Why did you do it, Nyman ? Why pretend 
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to treat me as a stranger i " he asked reproachfully. 
** You hurt me terribly." 

** I am sorry, Baruch," replied Nyman, passing 
his hand across his forehead with a gesture of infinite 
weariness. " I don't know myself why I did it Oh, 
believe me, I have been picturing this meeting to 
myself every moment of the day, and now that it has 

come And yet, now that I come to think of i^ 

I suppose it's only natural that a man whose business 
it is every day of his life to strain against the current 
should grow a little perverse in his ways — eh, 
Baruch ? " 

But Baruch did not reply. He was struck 
dumb by the abysmal hopelessness, the measureless 
misery of Nyman's tone and manner, of which the 
veneer of jauntiness that coloured them was but a 
pitiably futile disguise. 

"Oh yes, yes, that's it, Banich," continued 
Nyman, rubbing his hands gleefully. "It's this 
confounded river that did it — my eternal struggle 
with this confounded river. That's the revenge it 
tekes on me. It knows I am its strongest enemy. 
I conquer it a dozen times a day, and so, for pure 
spite, it makes the blood-waves rush through my 
heart all crossways and contrary. Yes, that's what tt 
does. At last I've solved the riddle. 1 can now 
make out a lot of things that used to puzzle me. 
Oh, pillar of fire by night, you did well to come. 
And now let me turn the tables and scold you. Why 
didn't you let me have word of your coming f " 

" I did not — purposely," said Baruch, sadly. " I 
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had to punish you somehow for ignoring all my 
letters." 

" Punish me ? Oh, bless you for that word," 
cried Nyman, exultantly. " Thank God that some- 
body still thinks me man enough to be worthy of 
punishment. Now I am all right again, Baruch. 
Now we can talk properly. Let's sit here on this 
trunk. Begin." 

"Where shall I begin ? " asked Baruch, uneasily. 

** Wherever you like. No, stay — let me put you 
a question or two. How do you stand with your 
studies ? Have you taken your doctorate yet ? " 

" N — no," stammered Baruch. 

** What ? You don't mean to say that you have 
failed — ^you, Baruch Volkmann ? " 

** I did not fail. I never went in for my exami- 
nation. Shortly after you left I changed my plans." 

« Changed to what ? Did you go into busi- 
ness ? " 

*'No ; into the bureaucratic service." 

Nyman laughed. 

" Yes, you became Viceroy of Tartary," he s^d. 

*' No, it's true," replied Baruch, harshly. " The 
Prefect offered me a secretaryship." 

Nyman pondered a moment and then started up. 

** And tha^ of course, meant the usual thing," he 
swd slowly. 

*' It meant the usual thing," echoed Baruch ; " but 
beyond saying that, it's no use our discussing it. It 
was too brilliant a chance, and I did not have the 
strength to thrust it away. So much only I will 
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tell you. I accepted it in the first instance — I will 
at least have the grace not to play the hypocrite to 
yon — ^because it meant the satisfying of my insatiable 
ambition, an immeasurable step forward on the road 
of worldly advancement. And further, somewhere 
vaguely at the back of my mind there was the 
thought, the redeeming hope, that by gaining admis- 
sion into the enemy's camp I might stealthily, craftily 
find the opportunity of being of service to the people 
of my race. I can't say I have found that oppor- 
tunity yet. But I am looking for it night and day. 
And now you have a right to treat me as a stranger, 
to show your protest if and how you like." He 
wuted a moment, and then rose and took a step 
aside. *' Say the word — shall I leave you ? " 

Nyman tapped his foot rhythmically, as though 
keeping time to the tune of his thoughts. Then he 
said grimly — 

*'My line is barge-poles, not homiletics. If 
Heaven has ordained that the rulers of this blessed 
land should be all Christians, then it is Heaven's 
afiair, not mine." 

Baruch reseated himself. 

"Very well, Nyman," he said matter-of-fect. 
" Now, what else do you want to know ? " 

" The reason for your coming." 

"My master, the Prefect, is paying a visit to 
the de Koratofl^. He asked me to accompany 
him." 

"And are you staying with him — at de Kora- 
toflPs f " 
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There was a keen furtiveness in NjTnan's manner 
of putting the question. 

« NaturaDy. Where else ? " 

" That is to say, you yourself are staying with 
de Koratoff ? " iterated Nyman. 

**I have already told you so." Baruch's lips 
grew tense as he continued : " Why do you insist 
on that ? What is there that strikes you so strangely 
about it ? " 

" Well, doesn't it strike you as strange, Baruch ? " 
said Nyman. " When you were last in Ditomar, the 
one thing in the world which did not occur to you 
was that you would ever be staying with de KoratofF 
as a guest — isn't that so ? " 

" It is, Nyman ; bu^ for all that, you will 
not hoodvrink me," said Baruch, his voice rising. 
"Tell me what there is at the bottom of your 
question." 

Nyman bent his head low, and presently Baruch 
saw his whole frame heaving with suppressed laughter. 

** I will laugh too, if you will tell me what there 
is to laugh at," said Baruch, binding his patience in 
fetters of steel. 

"You see, the situation feces both ways— there 
is a humorous and also a serious view to it. I rather 
think you will take the serious view," said Nyman, 
looking up at Baruch. Then his mood changed 
suddenly to an access of suppressed fury. " Well, 
if you urill have i^ you are welcome to the know- 
ledge.. If you are staying with de Koratoff, you are 
living under the roof, you are enjoying the hospitality 
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of the man who> before God, is answerable for the 
death of your father and mother." 

Baruch did not reply immediately. His arm 
lifted slowly and dosed with a vice-like grip on 
Nyman's shoulder. 

*'Nyman, tell me everything. How did my 
parents die ? " he asked at last. 

"Miserably, terribly, like beasts of the field 
— hunted to th«r death," Nyman broke out 
fiercely. 

A deep breath from Baruch told him of the effect 
of his words. 

" But before I go on," he said, moderating his 
heat, '* I should advise you to let go your hold of 
my shoulder. You are only hurting yourself. My 
collar-bone is the hardest in Ditomar and for fifty 
miles round." 

Baruch released him and seated himself brokenly 
in his former place on the prostrate trunk. 

** That's better," continued Nyman. "Now 
listen. It was some time before last Christmas when 
we noticed that the mujiks hereabouts were getting 
possessed of the devil. They were looking black at 
us. Somethingwas brewing — weknewthesymptoms. 
But we were determined not to be caught this time, 
as had happened at other times, like rats in a .hole. 
"We would take our precautions. We sent a petition 
to de KoratofF, and insisted respectfully on our right 
to his protection. He treated us to soft words. He 
said we had no grounds for oiu* suspicions — there 
was absolutely no danger. And, besides, he himself 



.Goot^lc 



82 THE FERRY OF FATE 

would do for us all he could. We dared not ask 
him what he meant by that, whether he meant it 
honestly, or as a sinister sarcasm. What could we 
do ? We had to content ourselves with his promise 
such as it was. But not quite. We kept watch 
ourselves. We watched for a week — two weeks, 
three, until we were worn out with the strain, and 
only too glad to lull ourselves into the thought of 
safety. But the mujiks, too, the crafty dogs, knew 
how to bide their time. They also w^ted and 
watched. And then, one bitter winter night, the 
storm broke, taking us all unawares and unprepared. 
Your parents fled with the others to the forest to 
await there the help that might or might not come 
with daybreak. And so, the poor old things, half 
crazed with fear and cold, I suppose, straggled away 
A^m the m^n body, losing themselves and blundering 
aimlessly into the trackless maze of the forest paths. 
And there they were found two days later, clasped 
in each other's stifiened arms. That's how they 
died, Baruch. They might have been living now, 
but for de KoratofTs promises." 

Baruch had risen towards the end of the narra- 
tive and now stood towering over his friend, dire and 
threatening. 

"Why did you not write me all this at the 
time ? " he exd^med, with a sob in his voice. 
Nyman shook his head. 
** I took very good care that I did not" 
" But why ? Why make this mystery of it ? ** 
" And suppose I had told you the truth at the 
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time," s^d Nyman, quietly, "what would have 
happened ? " 

Baruch stared stonily into the gathering darkness. 

" You know as well as I what would have 
happened," continued Nyman. ** You would have 
come rushing here, a very hurricane of senseless 
fury ; you would have forced your way into dc 
KoratoflTs presence, you would have stormed and 
raged, you would have let your tongue run loose 
and unbridled for a minute or two — he would not 
have given you more time than that — and afterwards ? 
Chains, gaolers, rotting alive in a subterranean pest- 
hole — pending investigations. They would not have 
even let you get as far as Siberia. Was it worth 
paj^ng such a price for the luxury of telling a 
scoundrel the truth i No, no, Baruch, that would 
have been a very tame ending to the miracle of 
Odessa, wouldn't it ? I wasn't such an idiot as to 
allow that." 

Baruch stood petrified, then he collected himself 
with a great effort. His Acuities were coming back 
to him. 

"But you are an idiot," he cried fiercely. 
" What man ever reaped reward for frittering away 
his brain in forethought for even his nearest and 
dearest ? And do you really expect me to thank 
you for what you did ? Never ; if I forgive you 
for it, it is as much as I shall ever do. Come what 
would, you should not have kept me away from 
here. You should have summoned me here to my 
ruin, even If the thought of having been my death had 
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haunted you all the rest of your days. You should 
have let me come — you should have let me come." 

** Hush I for God's sake don't shout ; you don't 
know who may hear," whispered Nyman warningly, 
as, with gentle force, he pulled him down and made 
him sit next to him. 

So the two sat for a good while, Baruch burj^ng 
his face in his hands. Occasionally Nyman heard 
him mutter, *' Oh, my poor mother 1 " the words 
tag^ng off into a despairing whimper. Then 
gradudly he became very quiet, sitting up more 
and more rigidly until, with sudden resoluteness, 
he lifted his head high, and turned with abrupt 
vehemence towards his companion. 

" And now, Nyman, tell me what I can do." 

•* What can you do ? Nothing," replied Nyman, 
slowly. 

" No, that's not true. I can do something — 
you know I can. You know you meant me to do 
something, Nyman, or else you would not have let 
a syllable of this escape your lips. Out with it — 
what do you want me to do ? " 

Nyman stretched out his hands, and, gripping 
Baruch by the arm, crept closer and closer to him 
till the immediate contact of his body told Baruch of 
the tempest of vindictive hatred that was shaking 
the other from head to foot. 

"Yes, Baruch," he whispered, "I admit there 
was a deep, dark purpose in all that I have said to 
you. When I saw that you had come, when I 
heard to whom you had come, the thought flashed 
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upon me that Heaven at last meant to shape its 
seemingly disordered policies towards their appointed 
issue, and I dared not rem^n silent True, I did 
not send for you, but when " 

Baruch, however, broke in on him with an 
impatient gesture. 

" To whom are you making excuses ? Speak 1 
"What is to be done ? " 

** Yes, yes, I am coming to that now," Nyman 
hastened to assure him. " There is only one way 
of dealing with him. Let it be blood for blood. 
You have every opportunity. You are staying in 
the house ; you have the full run of it. No one 
will be the wiser, no one will suspect you— who 
should dream that you have a motive to do him 
injury ? In a day or two everything can be ready 
for you. I haven't forgotten all my chemistry. I 
still remember how to make nitro-glycerine. I dare 
say I can -find an old tin can somewhere. The rest 
is for you. Place it where you think best — where 
he has the least chance of escaping it Time the 
fuse to your convenience. Look out for yourself, 
and consider no one else. If need be, send the 
whole brood of them to hell — but see that he does 
not escape you." 

Fixedly he watched for Baruch's answer. He 
could see that Baruch was debating his plan with 
himself, and waited patiendy, being sure that the 
longer the other spent in its consideration, the more 
convincingly it would come home to him. But he 
was mistaken. Presently he saw Baruch's teeth 
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gleam white through the darkness in the strained 
smile that parted his lips. 

" No, no, my dear Nyman, that won't do at all," 
he «ud, shaking his head decisively. "You have 
gone very wide of the mark." 

" I have not, Baruch," said Nyman, with equal 
decision. " It is the quickest, the safest, the most 
thorough." 

** And yet it won't do for m^" insisted 
Baruch. 

" By heavens, you are afiaid 1 " Nyman flung at 
him. 

Baruch disposed of the accusation with a shoulder- 
shrug. 

" I woiUd kill him, Nyman," he said, in a tone 
that admitted no doubt of his sincerity, ** I would 
kill him as readily as I would flick a speck of dust 
from my coat. I would strike him to the heart, 
with all his myrmidons around him, even if I knew 
I would be torn limb from limb the next instant 
The safety of your plan does not recommend it to 
me. Quick it may be, but thorough it is not 
What zest is there In one's revenge, what edg^ 
when the punished nun does not know why he is 
punished ? If I killed him by your method it 
would be the best way of making him forget that 
he is being punished at all." 

" You have kept up your logic, it seems," said 
Nyman, bitterly. 

*'As you your chemistry," retorted Baruch. 
"And, therefore, Nyman, let me work along the 
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lines which my logic will la.y down for me. Believe 
me, I will get to my goal as effectively." 

*'But I still don't follow you," said Nyman, 
wavering. 

" Yes, you have a right to ask me to be more 
explicit Only, in the first plac^ I want you to 
trust me that I am seeking no subterfuge. As sure 
as I live, Nyman, as sure as my parents have died, 
it is my solemn purpose not to let him go unscathed 
for their death. But my vengeance must be more 
subtle, more gradually agonizing, and less catastrophic 
than the one you surest It must reach its climax, 
not in his dead body, but in his living heart, it must 
gnaw away there with remorseless, unrelenting tooth, 
until his whole being is honeycombed through and 
through with the poison of pain." 

'* That sounds good," cried Nyman, eagerly. 
*' Go on, Baruch." 

** No, no, that I can't do. Don't ask me to tell 
you what I mean. I don't know yet myself. A 
dim fiunt glimmer of it is hovering op the edge of 
my consciousness. He has a daughter — de Koratoff 
has a daughter— No, don't let me speak of it. I 
can't say what shape it will take, or even whether it 
will ever take shape. But I shall try, Nyman — 
trust me, I shall try hard — very hard." 

An exultant cry broke from his listener. 

** And you inill succeed, Baruch. Oh, it's glorious 
to hear you talk like that You are right, perfectly 
right My idea was crude, primitive, amateurish. 
But you — I can see you are going to take this work 
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in hand like an artist. Your vengeance will be a 
consummate work of art. Oh, I know you mean 
to do something terrible." 

'* Yes, Nyman, if only I can make it terrible 
enough. Here's my hand on it. But you must 
give me free play. You must not hamper me, you 
must not ask me to give you account of what I do. 
Let me go my own way and at my own pace — will 
you ?" 

*' Of course I will, Baruch," cried Nyman ; " I 
can promise you that with all my hearL I will wait 
patiently— oh, so patiently I — till you come and tell 
me it is accomplished and ask me to rejoice with 
you. And to prove to you that I am sincere, I 
shall make a confession. I have deceived you, 
Baruch." 

** Decayed me ? " echoed the latter, taken aback, 

" I have not been quite frank with you, if that 
sounds better," continued Nyman. " You thought, 
no doubt, that in urging you on to seek redress for 
your wrongs I was only trying to set you right with 
yourself — that I was wholly disinterested and had 
no axe of my own to grind. Did you guess that 
I was making you my cat's-paw ? Listen. I have 
hated de KoratofF with a deadly hatred ever since 
he made me ferryman of Ditomar, ever since, in his 
own words, he made me find my level. He did me 
a favour — he gave me a livelihood, but there are 
some men whom one must not forgive even the 
fevours they do you. Only, being just, I did not 
think that he quite deserved death for it. But 
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when you came, you with your terrible incentive, I 
thought I would make you fight your own righteous 
battle along this pin-prick quarrel of mine. So don't 
keep all the joy of your vengeance for yourself. Let 
me have a tiny little share in it— will you, Baruch ? " 

Baruch had turned away. 

" Where shall 1 find my parents, Nyman ? " he 
asked, half choking over the words. 

*' Ah, yes, your parents. Go to them, Baruch,'* 
said Nymann, eagerly. "They will help you to 
think out your plan. I dare not come with you. 
We must not be seen together, or it may spoil 
everything. You will find them at the further end 
of the cemetery, the last two graves. Nobody has 
died since — that is, excepting those who have not 
died and yet do not live." 

" Good night, Nyman. I shall see you again 
soon." 

*' No sooner than you can. Don't waste your- 
self on me. I know you have work to do. Good 
night." 
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CHAPTER VII 

With swift, unhesitating step Baruch set out for the 
burial-ground. It was well that he knew the vraj, 
for all along the lonely paths^ unlit save by a handful 
of early stars, he met no one of whom he might have 
inquired his direction. And yet, as he strode along, 
wrapping the solitude about him like a cloak, he 
could not divest himself of the feeling that he was 
not quite alone. Somewhere upon his outskirts 
there seemed to hang a vague presence keeping a 
cautious distance and yet clinging intrusively to his 
tracks. Once or twice he faced about abruptly, to 
see if he was being followed, and meeting nodiing 
but the unresponsive shapes of the copses through 
which he was passing, pushed on the more quickly 
with a muttered word of self-disapprobation for his 
^ncifulness. Who should follow him ? Who 
should concern himself with his doings here ? 
There was only Nyman, and Nyman, at his own 
su^estion, had stayed behind, knowing that his 
cause was safe in Baruch's hands, and quite content 
to let it remain at that. It would, indeed, have 
been &r stranger, thought Volkmann, if this sense 
of obsession had not been upon him. Within this 
last half- hour a new and all.overshadowtng element 
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had come into his life, a new purpose so strong and 
individual that he might easily conceive it to take a 
separate shape to itself, following closely at his heels, 
or even leading the way, through the immediate days 
to come, and, perhaps, far out into the measureless 
distances of the future. Had he lived in pagan 
times he might have thought that his unseen com- 
panion, whose hovering propinquity he could not 
help resenting, was the dread goddess. Nemesis her- 
self, come in tangible form to supervise the grim 
functions of her office. 

He pulled himself together and concentrated his 
thoughts upon his errand. A quarter of an hour 
later he was entering the cemetery. That, too, 
was almost as he had left it, dingy, neglected, 
choked with weeds and evil-growing things. It 
was marked oiF from its environments only by the 
double ring of wire stretched on decajdng logs 
at long intervals. He remembered that shortly 
before he had gone away there had been an agita- 
tion among the Ditomar community to surround 
the cemetery with a stone wall. There had been 
a meeting of all its members, there had been im- 
passioned speeches, and everybody had been most 
earnest and enthusiastic over the pious project. 
The estimated cost had been five hundred roubles, 
and in the ten years which had passed since then 
Ditomar had not yet saved that magnificently 
paltry sum to protect its defenceless d^ against 
thoughtiess or wilful desecration. Volkmann made 
a mental note of the ^ct. 
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Slowly he pursued his way among the dis- 
hevelled, disconsolate graves. And presently he 
had reached his destination, as Nyman had said, 
right at the further end of the burial-ground. 
Here was the stone which Nyman had put upon 
them — one stone for the two graves. Volkmann 
could not read the inscripdon, but he bent down 
and pressed his lips to the slab. Perhaps that kiss 
would convey to the sleepers beneath something of 
what he would have given the remainder of his life 
to whisper into thar waking ear. There was one 
thing which they should, one thing that they 
must know — namely, that the rest of his years 
would be one long atonement for that single night 
whereon, during all those trickling minutes, they 
sipped their fidl of the bottomless bitterness of 
death. That he wanted them to know, and just 
one other thing besides. He would compensate 
them royally for his n^Iect of them during their 
lifetime. He would pay a tribute to their memory 
which would not stop short of any sacrifice the 
payment might require of him. To make up for 
having given them nothing, nothing would now do 
save to give them everything. That life had been 
cruel to them, could now be only a vain r^ret. But 
that they had died cruelly was a positive, practical 
^t, the cause and consequence of which should be 
the predominating influence in his fiiture. 

And he, what did he ask of them i Only a sign, 
an inspiration to prove to him that his atonement 
would be acceptable to them. He would not put 
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on them all the burden of his task. Some vague 
notion of the lines on which to build the scheme of 
his revenge had alreadjr struck him before he left 
Nyman. He had thought of de Koratoff*s daughter, 
the petulant, April-weather child-woman with the 
shifting glint of amethyst in her eyes — ^were Aey 
amethyst ? He would find out It would be part 
of his scheme to find out He had never before 
looked into a woman's eyes, and he would look into 
hers with all the accumulated strength of his long 
reserve. She should feel all the masculine mesmeric 
force of his personality, till she melted like wax into 
his hands, till she lay helplessly prostrate at his feet, 
and once he had attained to that . . . He uttered 
a cry of joy. As he stood staring at the shadowy out- 
line of the two graves, there flashed upon his groping 
brain a gleam of light that led htm straight and 
unswerving through the labyrinthine tangle of his 
thoughts to his goaL Yes, he had found his plan. 
Oh, that glorious plan— to strike at the heart of the 
man he hated with the hand of one whom that man 
loved best I No synhedrin of lost angels coidd have 
thought of anything to improve on that So be it 
then. It only remained for him to dove-tail the 
details, to ^ten up the disjointed ends into the 
inevitable noose they were to make for de KoratoflTs,' 
the assassin's neck. That he could afford to leave 
to another time, another place. 

With a last long look he turned to go. Reve- 
rently, deferentially, as though he were issuing from 
the audience-chamber of a prince, he closed the 
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crazy little gat^ and with a brief reconnoitring 
glance, set off briskly on his way back. But he had 
not taken more than a few paces when he was 
brought to an abrupt halt as a dark figure suddenly 
loomed up before him. In a flash his mind harked 
back to the startled stare of wonder on the woman's 
face he had seen at the window that afternoon. 

" What do you want ? " he asked harshly, 

**Baruch — my Baruch," whispered the woman, 
" oh, don't you know me ? " 

*< Malka I " he exclaimed. 

Once his first start of surprise was over, a strong 
sense of the ridiculous came upon him. What an 
anti'dimax to all his high imaginings I The 
mysterious presence, which he had magnified into 
some great attendant auspice of his undertaking, 
was nothing more than little black Malka, as he had 
called her in the old days, dogging his footsteps by 
some means and for some purpose of her own. And 
yet as he fixed her more closely standing before him 
in the star-haz^ with her bloodless face outlimned 
against the framework of the semi-gloom, the thick 
tangle of her hair coiling heavily about her shoulders, 
and the resdess eyes flashing shutde-wise beneath 
the long, half-closed lids, she was perhaps a not 
unworthy presentment of a Nemesis incarnate. 

Her breath came short and fast^ as though she 
were gathering herself up for some great effort^ 
and then her words rushed forth mth a torrent-like 
impetuousness. 

" I knew 1 wa^ mistaken. It couldn't posubly 
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be as I thought. You haven't fo^tten me, you 
couldn't have forgotten me so utterly, despite all 
these numberless years. Only when I saw the 
meaningless look with which you responded to mine 
to-day, my iheart stopped, stopped so long till I 
thought it would never start beating again. Oh, I 
recognized you at once as you sat there in the 
carriage, with those great people next to you, and 
the soldiers keeping guard all around you. No, 
but they couldn't guard you against my knowing 
you again. I should have known you in a million. 
And do you know why — oh, don't you want to 
know why, Baruch ? Because those dear eyes of 
yours have been looking into mine every minute of 
the day and night since you went away from her^ 
and now — oh, blessed Heaven, can I believe it ? — 
you have come back at last I " 

" Yes, yes, I have come back," he said soothingly ; 
" for a little while, that is. Only you mustn't make 
such a to-do about it, you must be sensible, Malka." 

And gently he disengaged his hand, which, 
towards the conclusion of her words, she had clasped 
with Auntie pressure between both her own. 

**Oh, don't be afraid. I shall be very, very 
sensible," she promised him, humbly. •* Only just 
give me time to realize that I am speaking to you — 
to you, Baruch." 

** How is it you met me here ? " he asked with a 
sudden thought. 

" I tracked you from the ferry. I saw you 
speaking to Nyman ther^ and followed." 
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He repressed a cry of alarm. 

*'And you heard what we were speaking 
about ? " 

" I sud I saw you talking," she replied, " I 
coidd not hear anytiiing distinctly. I only noticed 
you were both very excited — ^you seemed to have 
some stirring business between you. Oh, but don't 
listen to Nyman. He wants to uige you on to 
some dangerous work, I am sure he does. Don't 
do it, Baruch. Don't put yourself into peril, let 
things be as they are. You can't get any good out 
of listening to Nyman. Shield yourself from harm, 
Baruch, or how can you expect Heaven to shield 
you ? " 

Her appeal left a disagreeable impression on 
his mind. It seemed to him uncalled-for and 
inopportune. Just now,- when he had arrived at his 
resolve, was surely not the time to cross his heart 
with misgivings. He was in a mood which craved 
hungrily for encouragement and support, not for the 
raven's croak of an ill-omened remonstrance. He 
showed his displeasure in the harsh tone of his 
reply. 

- " You seem to have some grievance against 
Nyman. Are you not friends ? " 

" Yes, we are friends right enough," she 
answered slowly, " but he wants us to be more than 
friends, and I can't, Baruch — oh, I can't." 

" I understand," siud Volkmann. 

In a flash he saw the complete tragedy of 
Nyman's life, grimmer, gloomier even than he had 
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dared to suspect, the bitterness of his disappointed 
career intensified by the passion-play of his heart. 

" And therefore," he continued fiercely, "instead 
of keeping out of his way — instead of allowing him 
to forget — you come to see him at the ferry at dark 
of night Is that how you aq>ect to repair the 
mischief ? " 

" Oh, but, indeed, I do keep out of his way," 
she assured him eagerly ; " and I didn't go down to 
the ferry to-night for his sake. I wanted to ask 
him about you — whether he knew anything of your 
return. All the afternoon I wrestled with myself, 
if it was possible that my eyes had played me ^se ; 
and then, as a last resource, I made up my 
mind " 

She broke off with a gesture of disdiun. 

" Why do you make me talk of him so much, 
Baruch ? " she continued, her tone changing to'one of 
fawning servility. *' I — 1 haven't come here to talk 
to you about him. There are plenty of other people 
to whom I might do that" 

" Then what have you come for ? " he asked, 
softening at sight of her distress. 

" Can't you guess, Baruch ? To talk to you 
about yourself — to get an answer from you to the 
thousand questions that are whu-ling through my 
brain." 

"Ah, Malka, I am afraid this is hardly the 
opportunity for it," he said gendy. "I must get 
iack. They will be wondering what has become 
of me." 
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" They ? " she echoed reflectively. " Oh yes, I 
know. The people in the big house, you mean. Oh, 
I always knew my Baruch would become something 
great, and speak with all the great folks as equal to 
equaL Perhaps you mil one day even speak to the 
Emperor I " she concluded, with bated breath. 

"That's hardly likely, Malka,*' he smiled. 

"And so, of course, you mil be ashamed of 
having been playmate to a poor drudge of a seam- 
stress," she went on wistfixlly. 

" I shall always have your wel^e at heart," he 
replied evasively, as he turned to leave her. *• We 
shall have a long talk another time." 

*' To be sure we shall," she cried joyously, stand- 
ing in front of him to impede his step. " There is 
only one word more I want to say to you to-night, 
Baruch — only one word." 

" Well, what is it ? " he said patiently. 

** I have something to confess to you," she swd, 
sinking her voice to a whisper. ** Oh, I hope you 
won't be cross nith me for it. Sometimes, you 
know, Baruch, when I had stroked you to sleep in 
my lap as we sat by the riverside in tiiose days. . . ." 
She paused, and then went on a little incoherently, 
" And then, you know, I sent Nyman away on some 
pretext or other ; and when we were alone — I kissed 
you gendy, very gendy, so that you shouldn't wake 
up. And you never did wake up — ^you never 
stirred. Did— did you ever feel that I kissed you, 
Baruch ? " 

" That was a child's whim, and this is a child's 
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talk, Malka," he sstidj but not unkindly. " Remem- 
ber we are grown up now." 

"Yes, we are man and woman now — it's a 
long time ago," she sighed. *'Well, good nigh^ 
BaiTich.** 

His fHty for her welled up in a flood. He could 
not let her go huddling herself up in that disconsolate 
wretchedness of hers. After all, as she had reminded 
him, they had been playmates together. 

" Is there anything I can do for you, Malka i" 
be asked. 

She looked at him, astonished at that new note of 
his solicitude. 

** No, thank you, Baruch," she replied gratefully. 
" I have everything I want I am making a good 
living for myself" 

" For yourself. And your grandmother ? " 

** She has been dead these six years." 

" And so you are living all by yourself now." 

** Why not ? " she said, with a flickering smile. 
** I am not afr^ud. The mice won't run away with 
me, as the saying is." 

**And when the riots were here last year — I 
suppose you fled with the rest." 

She cast an involuntary glance at the two graves 
near which they were still standing. 

" I did not. Would to God I had ! For then, 

perhaps " She broke off when she saw from 

his tightening lips that he understood what she 
meant. ** I stayed behind, and hid myself in the 
cellar. I was not unprotected. I took with me 
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the shears with which I cut my linen — they are long 
and taper olF to a sharp point at the bottom, almost 
like a dagger." 

*'You were mad — a pwr of shears against a 
ravening mob 1 " he exclaimed. ** What use would 
they have been if they had found you ? " 

**The shears were not for the mob — they were 
for me, Baruch," she answered, smiling. 

And so, if the mob had found her, there would 
have been another life that de Koratoff would have 
had to account for. The thought shook him awake. 
He was wasting time. 

" Good night, Malka." 

"Good night, Baruch. And, by your parents* 
memory, do not expose yourself to danger." 

She did not know how much sting there was in 
her very warning to drive him into what she warned 
him agunst It was only at the entrance to the 
Government House that he slackened his step to 
put on an unconcerned and unsuspicious demeanour. 
He found everybody still assembled in the dramng- 
room. The two elder ladies received him cordially, 
and made him sit close to them. With Alma he had 
exchanged a casual look as he entered ; and after that 
look she had turned forthwith back to Karol, with 
whom she was sitting halfway out upon the verandah. 
Baruch suppressed a significant smile. He would 
change all that presently. He bided his opportunity. 
It came shortly before the whole house-party broke 
up for bed. 

"Mademoiselle de KoratoiF," he said, stepping 
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up to her and utterly ignoring Kami, who was stand- 
ing at her elbow with a complacent ur of proprietorship 
about him, " we agreed just before dinner that we 
had made a bad start. I woidd ask you a great 
&vour. Shall we agree to make another ? " 

She hesitated with her reply. His words filled 
her vnth vague pleasure, but there seemed some- 
thing sinister in his geniality. Then she rephed 
slowly — 

" Certainly, Mr. Volkmann — if you think it is 
'any use." 

" It will cert^nly be of use to me, made- 
moiselle." 

And, laughit^, he held out his hand to her, noting 
with a grim satis&ction that she responded faindy 
to his pressure. Yes, it was good — he had made, 
indeed, a good start. Nyman would have been 
pleased had he known. 

Cousin Karol was by no means pleased. He sat 
up long after everybody else had retired, smoking 
one after another of his own special brand of cigar- 
ettes, for the excellence of which, according to his 
statement, he was &mous in the regiment. Never- 
theless, they were useless in helping him to puzzle 
out all this talk about making a fresh start. If 
anybody could talk about making a start it was he 
— in factf he could talk of having made considerable 
progress. On inquiring the meaning of Volkmann's 
phrase of Cousin Alma, she had replied, with a dry 
jocularity which sounded odd after the tender 
implications of their long tSte-U-tlte during the 
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evening, that he should mind his own business. 
And the conclusion he came to on going fitally to 
bed was that he could not do better than to take 
her at her word, for his business here was distinctly 
none other than — Cousin Alma. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

The succeeding few days at Government House 
were not distinguished hy anything except the 
gradual settling down of the visitors to the routine 
of the somewhat long stay they were expected to 
make. And to doing this ndther the Prefect nor 
his wife showed any disinclination. The friendly 
relations of the two couples dated back to their 
schooldays. It was as fellow-gymnastasts that the 
two men had first made the acqu^ntance of thdr 
future wives, then inmates of the same pensionnat ; 
and the makeshifts and troubles, to which they had 
been put in caning on thdr surreptitious corre- 
spondence and in arranging assignations, had fre- 
quently formed the topic of mirthful reminiscence 
among them. Naturally since their marriage and 
their consequent removal to difl^rent and distant 
spheres of action, the bonds of friendship had shown 
an occasional slackening ; but it had not taken more 
than the first few hours of the present re-union to 
rivet them as close as ever, closer, perhaps, owing to 
an instinctive desire on both sides to make reparation 
to one another for any seeming disloyal^ in the 
past. Madame de KoratoiF had already expressed 
herself more than once in that sense to the baroness. 
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'* What I am thinking of all the time, Ad^e," 
she was remarking again that morning, " is what 
adequate compensation I can make you and the 
Prefect for this additional sign of your disinterested 
friendship." 

**The only compensation you can make us 
is* to say no more about it," replied the baroness, 
cordially. 

"Yes, and to discount my pleasure at your 
presence heavily by my pangs of consdence for 
having dragged the tWo of you — not to mention 
poor Mr. Volkmann — down to these semi-barbarous 
parts. You see, I have only my iterated r^rets to 
lessen the grudge I am sure you are harbouring 
against me." 

" You are either fishing for compliments, Maria, 
or else you are giving me credit for an amount of 
good nature which I don't possess," smiled the 
baroness, taking her friend's hand. " I assure you 
there is a great deal of selfishness in what you insist 
on calling our self-sacrifice. Just imagine. You 
^e giving us a welcome break in the eternal round 
of continental spas on which Sergei and I have been 
wasting our summer holidays for years, taking 
imaginary cures for imaginary ailments. You have 
made us exchange the noisy discomfort of expensive 
hotels for the homely, wholesome quietude of femily 
life." 

" It's charming of you to put it like that, Adele," 
exclaimed Madame de Koratoffj her face glowing 
with pleasure. 
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" Hush ! I am not finished yet in enumerating 
our list of obligations to you," continued the 
baroness, brightly. " Sei^i and I are finding new 
ones evety day. In your beds we are both sleeping 
the sleep of the just, instead of, as is usual with us 
when we are away from home, being martyrs to the 
tortures of insomnia. And then you insult this 
beautiful stretch of pure primitive nature by calling 
it semi-barbarous ! You, I can understand, are 
probably a little blunted to the joys of the country ; 
but what do you think it means to me, poor 
shrivelled town-mouse that I am, to have before my 
eyes all day long that perspective of green hills, of 
gracious forest, and ^at free, strong river as it 
rushes past us rejoicing in its strength. Why, my 
dear, I am learning to breathe again." 

** And, therefore, you are wickedly wasting your 
new-found breath in trying to reassure me, you saint 
of a sinner," laughed Madame de Koratoff. " Very 
well, then, I shan't make you perjure yourself any 
more. I will admit, however, that the scenery 
round here is not at all bad. The only pity is that 
your husband and his charming secretary can't give 
us more of their time for the present to explore its 
manifold beauties. How much longer do you think 
they will be so busy ? " 

*< Only another few days, I think. But if you 
have any grievance against them on that account, 
you should vent your anger on me. It was my 
idea that he should clear off his arrears of work here 
instead of delaying our arrival" 
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" And a briUiant idea it was, too, Adile. You 
deserve a portfolio for it. You have no conception," 
she continued, in a lower tone, "what a different 
atmosphere you have brought into this house. 
De Koratoff is very much brighter. He has his 
provocations, as yo\x tazy know, and his customary 
moroseness is really distressing. But my chief con- 
sideration, of course, was Alma." 

" Quite so," said the baroness, in a way, how- 
ever, which gave the impression that she had not 
entirely made up her mind on the subject 

" To tell you the truth, Adile, I was getting a 
little alarmed about the dear child," resumed 
Madame de KoratofF, ** especially during the first 
few months after I brought her back home from 
school. She didn't seem able to find herself here at 
all. Oh no, she didn't complain — she is too dutiful 
a child for that, but she seemed gready preoccupied 
by her memories. Curiously enough, of all the 
places we had been to, Odessa seemed to have left 
the strongest impression on her mind, although, as 
you know, we scarcely spent more than half a day 
there. Once or t\rice I was tempted to write to you 
whether you would not have her stay with you for a 
little time.'* 

" Well, why didn't you ? " asked the baroness. 

Had Madftme de Koratoif not been so intent on 
her own thoughts, she would have noticed that the 
tone of the taroness' question did not contun any 
very great reproach for the omission. 

« I didn't see my way to it, Adil^" was the 
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reply. " I couldn't let her wander round the world 
by herself} and it was impossible for me to accompany 
her. The truth isj I must remiun with de Koratoif 
to — wdl, because I exercise a beneficial influence 
over him. And then, — I never broached the subject 
to him, but, as a nutter of fact, I don't think he 
would have let her go. He adores the girl, and she 
adores him." 

" Perhaps hers is the more beneficial influence," 
su^ested the baroness, dryly. 

"Perhaps it is, but really, I am not jealous, my 
dear," laughed Madame de Koratoff. "The poor 
things have so little pleasure that they are welcome 
to all the pleasure they can get out of one another." 
She looked round cautiously before she proceeded. 
**But, in any case, my dear, as you may have 
observed for yourself, it seems to me that the present 
condition of ailairs will not continue to exist much 
longer. There is Karol. There cannot, of course, 
be the slightest doubt as to the object of his visit. 
True, I have not had altogether the very best 
accounts of his past life — but what will you have ? 
The sooner a young man gets rid of his wild oats, 
the sooner he mU come to his senses. And in 
every other respect, it is a very suitable match. So 
as soon as they have setded it between them they 
call have our blessing." 

" Of course, they must settle it between them 
first," observed the baroness. 

"Why, certainly, Adile. Why make such a 
point of it ? " 
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" I am not making a point of i^ but what I 
mean is, that you won't insist on Alma doing any- 
thing against her own inclination." 

"The idea, Adile ! Only why should it be 
against her inclination ? For my own part I haven't 
the slightest reason to doubt " 

She stopped as the door opened and Alma burst 
in, a bright flush on her ^e and a mischievous 
twinkle in her eye. 

*• Now what are you whispering about, you two 
conspirators ? " she cried gaily. 

"We were just discussing whether we should 
make our shopping expedition to-day or to-morrow," 
replied her mother. 

*'Then I decide we go to-day," said Alma, 
promptly. 

" It isn't for you to decide. Miss Impertinence," 
smiled Madame de KoratolF, *' but as your decision 
happens to coincide with ours, we will allow it to 
stand." 

Alma dropped her a mock curtsy.i 

" You are really spoiling me, mamma, and I shall 
complain to papa about it, that is, after we have come 
back from the shopping. When are we starting ? " 

** Soon after lunch," replied Madame de KoratofF. 

" Then I must at once send down to the ferry 
to tell the man to give the ferry-boat a good 
scrubbing," said Alma. **We have to cross the 
river," she explained to the baroness, "and we 
always have the carriage to wait ft>r us on the other 
side. Mamma is too nervous to go across the 
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bridge in it. I must admit, the shaky old thing 
rocks fearfully when anything heavier than a feather- 
weight goes over it. I once made Kuschko drive 
the two greys across at full gallop. It was awful 
fun — but oh, didn't I get a scolding when papa 
found out I " 

**And you promised never, never to do it 
again," said Madame de KoratofF, quivering with 
reminiscent alarm. 

'* Yes, I promised, and I shall perhaps never get 
another chance of breaking my neck so romantically," 
sighed Alma, mock-mournfully. Then her eyes 
brightened rc^ishly. •*And now that you will 
allow me to get a word in edgeways, I may as well 
tell you about another terrible experience I have 
just had." 

" Oh, Alma I " exclaimed Madame de KoratoC 

*'I can always rely on mamma taking me 
seriously, if no one else does," laughed Alma, 
flinging her arms round her mother's neck. " But 
it really was terrible. I was just passing papa's 
other private room, forgetting the base purpose to 
which it is being put at present, and from sheer force 
of habit I opened the door to peep in, and there, 
behold, were Uncle Sergei — ^he said I might call him 
Uncle Sergei — and — and Mr. Volkmann, glaring at 
me like two ogres in their den. Gracious, how I 
ran !" 

"And is that all, Alma?" cried Madame de 
Koratoff. 

" Oh, mamma, is that all, you ask ? Aren't two 
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ogres in a den enough for you ? You are very hard 
to satisfy." ' 

" Still, I don't see what there was in it to startle 
you so, Cousin Alma." 

It was Karol who had followed her noiselessly 
into the room. 

" Indeed, Cousin Karol — why shouldn't it ? " 
asked Alma, with just a tinge of defiance in her 
voice. 

" Because you ought to be used to this terrible 
experience by now. You did the same thing 
yesterday." 

" Did I ? " asked Alma, turmng to him with the 
most innocent air in the world. " And if I did, 
how did it come to your knowledge ? " 

*' Oh, quite by accident. I was just entering the 
corridor and happened to observe it," replied Karol, 
breaking into a gufilaw that sounded a trifle forced. 

*' Dear me, if you say so I suppose it's true. I 
do hope it's not becoming chronic with me," said 
Alma, pretending the utmost anxiety. *' Well, the 
next time you catch me at it. Cousin Karol, you 
will stop me in time, will you i There's a dear 
boy." 

'* No, no, Alma, it's very naughty of you," 
interposed Madame de Koratoff, in as severe a tone 
as she could adopt; **you shouldn't interrupt the 
Prefea and Mr. Volkmann in that way. They have 
a lot of work to do." 

*'Bu^ mamma, how do you know that they 
don't like to be interrupted ? " asked Alma, urily. 
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*' You incorrigible girl ! " said Madame dc 
KoratofF, flicking at her with her fan, 

"Please don't call me that, mamma," pleaded 
Alma ; " I am sure to improve now that I have 
arranged with Cousin Karol to keep a strict look-out 
on me." 

**Oh, go away, the two of you," laughed 
Madame de Koratolf. 

"Certainly, mamma. And don't forget, the 
programme for this afternoon is shopping. Oh, 
while I think of it, perhaps Cousin Karol will take a 
stroll down to the river and give the ferryman 
instructions to tidy up his barge. He's such an 
ugly, cross-tempered wretch — of course, I mean the 
ferryman. Cousin Karol — that unless he has pressure 
brought to bear on him, he'll never do the thing 
properly. Now, I think there's no one like 
you. Cousin Karol, to mingle stern authority so 
skilfully with gentle persuasion." And then, when, 
she saw Karol making no move to obey, she 
added wheedlingly : " I am sure you haven't the 
heart to risk my pink dress getting soiled, have 
you ? " 

"Another pretext," muttered Karol, under his 
breath, 

" What was that you observed ? " asked Alma, 
sweetly. 

" That your word is law. Cousin Alma," replied 
Karcd, smiling nith contracted lips as he followed 
her out of the room. 

There was litde more said between the baroness 
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and Madame de KonrtofF concerning Alma*8 matri- 
monial prospects, but the baroness, to whom, for 
reasons of her own, the subject did not seem finally- 
disposed of, took occasion to bring it up again later 
on in the morning for discussion with her husband. 

'* Sei^i, I am not sure that we haven't made a 
mistake in bringing Volkmann with us here," she 
began^ 

" I- am quite sure we haven't, my dear," replied 
the Prefect^ quickly. "At any rate, it seems to 
have served its object very well. I had letters this 
morning from de Gorski and Onogran in which the 
rascals hint very plainly at thdr resignation." 

*' Yes, Sergei, so for so good. But in suggesting 
that Volkmann should accompany us I forgot little 
Alma." 

The Prefect laughed uproariously. 

** That's good, Adfele." He ceased- laughing 
and became serious as he saw the displeased look on 
his wife's face. " A thousand times pardon, my dear, 
but, you see, the idea of Volkmann and Alma. . . . 
Why, the man thinks of nothing but his work." 

*' But that need not prevent Alma from thinking 
all the more of him," said the baroness. 

" H'm, that never struck me," said the Prefiwr^ 
gravely. 

** She woiUd naturally find him attractive," con- 
tinued the baroness, pensively. *' He is something 
quite new to her, something quite diflferent from the 
run of men she has met hitherto. And certainly 
very different from her counn Karol." 
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"Well, she might do worse than Volkmann. 
He will rise high," said the Prefect, with conviction. 

" What are you thinking of, Sergei ? " said the 
baroness, vehemently. "You are perfectly pre- 
posterous. How can you contemplate for a moment 
that de KoratoiF, with his inveterate prejudices, will 
allow anything of the sort when he hears, as he will 
have to hair, what VcJkmann's origin is ? You 
yourself agreed that, in taking him with us, it would 
be advisable, except under the most extreme provo- 
cation, to say nothing on the subject." 

" So I did," admitted the Prefect. 

"And, besides," went on the baroness, "from 
what I have noticed myself, and from what Maria 
told me before, it would appear that — I won't say 
that they are eager for it, but they would have no 
objection to her marrying her cousin Karol." 

" Then she'll marry him," said the Prefect, with 
the same conviction as before. 

"That's where the trouble comes in, and that's 
where I feel so very keenly my responsibility in having 
brought Volkmann," said the baroness, thought- 
fully. "His presence here seems to have been 
instrumental in creating a sort of three-cornered 
embarrassment between the three young people ; and 
I don't like the idea that one or more of the three 
may come to grief over it." 

" If you don't like the idea, my dear, you have a 
simple remedy — dismiss it from your mind," said 
the Prefect, with animation. " Oh, what incorrigible 
intriguers you women are ! When you get too old 
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to make trouble for yourselves, you str^ghtway 
proceed to imagine it for others. Now where's the 
difficulty ? Here there are the three stock data — 
two young men and one girL There will be the 
normal complications, and then the thing will 
straighten itself out in the ordinary everyday way. 
Remember our own courtship, Adile. Didn't we 
only say last night that for a long time it seemed 
highly probable that you would become Madame 
de KoratolF and I would marry Maria ? " 

** There's some comfort in that," smiled the 
baroness. 

" Of course, if the thing is really worrj^ng you, 
there's an easy way out of it," pondered the Prefect, 
stroking his moustache. 
"And that is?'* 
" To send Volkmann post haste back to town, 

only " 

" Only, Sergei ? '* 

" Only in that case I should have to follow him 
by the next train." 

*' Then you will not send him back to town," 
said the baroness, energetically. " After all, my firet 
consideration must be for you. You must get a 
quiet, undisturbed holiday, and if you are to get 
that I can see that Volkmann's presence here is 
indispensable. Besides, you are right, Sergei, it's 
absurd of me to attempt to play providence to three 
full-grown, healthy-bodied, healthy-minded young 
people. They oi^ht to be able to take care of 
themselves." 
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**And if you want any further proof, you goose, 
just look there," whispered the Prefect, with a 
triumphant nod In the direction of the door, which 
had just been flung wide to admit Karol and Volk- 
mann, &miliarly linked arm in arm, and laughing 
with genuine gusto at some joke. 

"Ha, wouldn't you like to know, my dear 
Prefect ? " asked Karol, stepping up jauntily. " But 
all right, possess your soul in patience, and you 
shall hear all about it after lunch. Now, honestly, 
Volkmann, can one Imagine anything funnier ? " 

**I should think that would depend on one's 
sense of humour," replied Volkmann, to whom 
Karol's insinuations in the presence of the baroness 
were evidently distasteful. 

" Well, Prefect, I shall give you an opportunity 
of judging, but only, now that I think it over, on 
one condition," said Karol, boisterously. 

*'Well, don't make it too severe," smiled the 
Prefect. 

*' I want you to give yoiu" hard-wcwked secretary 
a holiday as soon as you can. If you aren't careflU 
he'll go into a decline," he added with ponderous 
jocularity. " And, besides, I want to teach him 
shooting. I've taken him thoroughly in hand, I 
want you to know. Oh, I'll make a man of you yet, 
Volkmann. You won't recognize yourself when you 
get back to Odessa." 

The baroness looked at Volkmann, and even she 
was puzzled to decide whether the smile on his fiice 
meant polite acquiescence or veiled derision. Then 
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she Icwked at the handsome, straight-limbed young 
dragoon, and made up her mtnd that he was quite 
capable of fighting his own battles. And by the 
time the fish came on the table she had sufficiently 
forgotten her apprehensions to accept a second 
helping. 
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CHAPTER IX 

The ladies had retired to the drawing-room after 
lunch, and, comfortably bestowed on their lounges, 
were eating bon-bons. Madame de KoratoiF was 
making a mental comparison between the agreeable 
coolness of the room and the meridian blaze of the 
early afternoon sun without. Regretfiilly she thought 
of the rashness with which she had pledged herself 
to the shopping expedition. But she could not 
disappoint the baroness, who had mentioned that she 
wished to make a few purchases of things which, 
even with her careful, provident mind, she had over- 
sighted in the hurry and scurry of packing. 

" Well, if you are quite ready, Adele, we may as 
well start," said Madame de KoratofF. 

The baroness nodded somnolently. 

"I am ready, but if it's all the same to you, 
Maria, I wouldn't first mind half a dozen winks, 
just to wake me up, you know *' 

« Bless you," cried Madame de KoratofF, " bless 
you for saying that It's exactly what I want myself. 
So, Alma, my dear, we will leave ourselves in your 
hands. If you will call us in half an hoxir's time — 
or shall we say three-quarters, Adele ? " 
117 
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"I think we had better say three-quarters, 
Maria." 

*'You had better leave it to my discretion," 
laughed Alma. 

" Very well ; but see that you g^ve rather a 
minute over than under," said Madame de Korato£ 
'*That will bring us up to about three o'clock, and 
will give us nice time to get back before it gets 
dark." 

** Very good, mamma. Well, happy dreams. I 
am going out into the garden." 

She watched them settle themselves snugly and 
made her way out on tip-toes. As she passed the 
smoking-room she saw, through the half-open door, 
that its sole occupant was Karol, who sprawled 
largely in an armchair, fast asleep, a dead cigar on 
the floor beside him. She stopped, tempted by her 
spirit of mischief to play some prank on him, but 
on second thoughts refrained. Karol never took 
her pleasantries in the right sense. He was always 
inclined to put an exaggerated construction on them, 
and she did not think it advisable to encourage him 
in this habit of exaggeration. The mischievous 
^ling deserted her suddenly, and she stood looking 
at him with a tense, scrutinizing gravity that ' 
expressed her secret thoughts. Then, with a quick 
shake of her head, the meaning of which was, no 
doub^ also perfbcdy clear to herself, she passed 
swiftly on. 

Halfway along the corridor she suddenly 
changed her direction and mounted the staircase to 
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her own room. The lounge had probably dis- 
arranged her hair somewhat, and one was never sure 
whom one might meet in the garden. She was 
already dressed in outdoor attire — the pink dress 
had, as usual, evoked &om Cousin Karol a string of 
fulsome compliments ; to which she had replied with 
a disdainful back, because, contrary to his promise, 
he had not gone down to the ferry, but had sent a 
groom instead. She also had to fetch her watch to 
keep an eye on the flight of time. She gave one 
peep into the glass, and then another. What a 
nuisance, her hair looked terribly untidy ; she 
would have to do it all over again. She never 
remembered a time when it had given her so much 
trouble as of late. Down came the long, blonde 
coils, and no sooner were they down when, with a 
twinge of chagrin, she remembered that it would take 
her a quarter of an hour to put them up again. 
And she only had three-quarters to spare. She 
stamped her foot with vexation as she realized that 
it was not only her hair which had given her trouble 
of late. Her thoughts, her heart, had taken to 
playing her tricks. Perhaps that was why she had 
forborne that practical joke on her cousin Karol. It 
made one look such a fool to feel one's thoughts, 
one's heart, slipping out of their wonted control and 
behaving in a wayward, self-contradictory manner. 
The ddft fingers, which had been shaping the 
straggling strands into order with such furious 
nimbleness, slowed down to a more leisurely pace. 
There was no immediate reason for this inordinate 
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haste. She coitld take her time about it. But when 
she finally looked at her watch again, she did not 
know whether to feel glad or sony — it was a brilliant 
instance of the unreliability of her moods — to find 
that she had accomplished her task in ten minutes 
instead of the expected fifteen. 

As if to set herself right in her own eyes, she spent 
the remwning five in choosing a book to take with 
her for reading. She had a good half-hour yet on her 
hands. With measured step — she was still reminding 
herself that there was no visible cause for haste — she 
walked down the staircase and out into the garden, 
spacious enough to be called a park. She came to the 
first bench, but she did not sit down. She came to 
the second, but she still did not seat herself, although 
she knew that the next one was some little distance 
off. Here was more evidence of the contrariety of 
her humour. She had brought the book with her to 
read — but why should she read just because she 
happened to have a book with her ? Why not, if 
she choose, regard it as a sort of companion, a 
chaperon, if one liked that better ? And so she 
wandered on, crossing and retracing her steps, with a 
queer sense of futility gaining on her as the minutes 
slipped by. She had traversed the park from end to 
end, and now was passing the side-walk where it 
branched off into the avenue of poplars leading to 
the summer-house beyond. It was a long time 
since she had seen the summer-house. She would 
just look into it and turn back. 

As she swung back the door of ivy-grown 
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ktdce-work she saw Volkmann rising from a seat 
and r^arding her with an irresolute look. 

" 1 — beg your pardon — I'm intruding, I believe," 
she stammered. 

**Not at all, it's I who am the intruder," he 
replied. "I wandered down as far as this and, 
seeing no one in possession of this charming spot, 
thought that I would borrow it for a little while." 

" I thought you were with the Prefect," she said, 
blushing, despite herself, at the words. 

" Heavens, Mademoiselle de Koratoff, have a 
little mercy on the Prefect," he exclaimed in mock 
horror. 

"And incidentally on you, Mr. Volkmann. 
Very well, I leave you to yourself." 

" Pardon m^ mademoiselle, you will do no such 
thing. I am the usurper. I resign in favour of the 
rightful owner." 

"I can see we are going to quarrel agMn," she 
laughed, "and this time out of our very super- 
abundance of good feeling and politeness towards 
one another. This summer-house has been known 
to hold eight." 

" I take your hint," he said quickly, and with a 
curious air of purposefiilness which did not escape 
her. "Let me wait, however, at least till I have 
seen you ensconced in your favourite seat." 

She sat down without another word, and he 
followed suit. She had placed the closed book on 
the seat next to her. He glanced at it. 

*' What are you reading, if I may ask ? " he said. 



T,Google 



122 THE FERRY OF FATE 

" Maupassant^" she replied readily. " I am try- 
ing to keep up the little French they drilled into me 
at the convent I should^ hate to think that papa's 
money was all wasted," 

" I hope your hther appreciates your thrift/' 
said Volkmann. 

She sat silent, her gaze on the ground and her 
brows wrinkled in thought. He asked no question, 
wsuting for her to speak. She did so at last. 

** I was thinking," she expluned, looking at him 
frankly, *'of what you said just now about my 
fether." 

** Did you ? It hardly seems to call for con- 
sideration," he sud coldly. 

« Well, not so much what you said, Mr, Volk- 
mann, but the way in which you siud it. It is, of 
course, only my stupid fancy, but — was there not 
just the i^ntest suspicion of a covert sneer in your 
words ? " 

" I — I don't know what should make you think 
so," he said, patendy taken aback. 

" Well, you heard me admit that it was probably 
nothing but my imagination, and yet ■■— " 

"And yet?" 

She took up the book, and handled it as though 
to find relief from her distress in the thing which 
had caused it. 

" If you don't mind, Mr. Volkmann," she said, 
with an appealing look at htm, " I would sooner not 
say any more." 

"But you must — I insist. You have made a 
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chaise, and you must give your reasons— or with- 
draw," he said hody. 

His vehemence roused her into self-possession. 

"Very well, Mr. Volkmann, I shall not with- 
draw. Your remark seemed to bear out my 
impression that you don't like my ^ther. On more 
than one occasion I have surprised you looking at 
him in a way that seemed to indicate po«live hatred. 
It gave me the idea — it could naturjly be only an 
idea, because I have never seen such a thing — it 
gave me the idea, 1 say, of a tiger wuting to spring 
on his prey. It was so different from your usual 
air." 

"Mademoiselle de KoratoffT' he exclaimed, 
starting up, unable to contain his perturbation. 

She broke into a peal of merry laughter. 

"And now that you have made me appear 
sufliciendy absurd, 1 suggest that we change the 
subject." 

" Not yet," he swd brusquely. " Seeii^ that 
you have been good enough to conlide to me your 
impression of my attitude to your fethcr," he went 
on, spacing his words deliberately, *' would you mind 
doing the same with regard to my attitude towards 
yourself ? " 

" Yes, yes, Mr. Volkmann ; you are right not 
to let me off" so easily. I fully deserve your satire," 
she said, still laughing to break the tension she had 
created. ** After this, I suppose, you will ask me 
my opinion of your attitude towards all the remain- 
ing members of the household, from my mother 
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down to the scuUety-maid and the Persian cat 
Hadn't I better make you out an inventory ? " 

" I keep to my question," he persisted. 

" I ought not to encourage your obetinacy," she 
replied lightly ; " but I will take your question in 
the spirit in which I am sure you ask it — as a joke, 
that is. Your attitude towards me I take to be 
something like this : if you are biding your time to 
devour my poor papa at a mouthful, you are keeping 
friends with me as a concession to good manners 
—and because you haven't quite made up your 
mind in how many mouthfiils you are going to 
swallow me." 

"Thank you. I am much obliged." There 
was a brazen ring in the words ; but he could not 
support the half-smiling gaze with which she r^arded 
him. "Now we can tolk of something else." 

*• Excuse me, it's my turn to object now, Mr, 
Volkmann," she cried gaily. ** We may as well go 
through with it to the bitter end, because it is 
extremely probable that we shall never refer to the 
subject again." She suddenly turned very grave. 
" It is really only a side-issue, but it is due to you 
that I should mention it." 

He did not ask her what she meant, but w^ted 
for her to proceed of her own accord. His curiosity 
was great, but his newly acquired sense of caution 
was greater. 

" You see, Mr. Volkmann," she said awkwardly, 
** you are our guest ; and therefore it is our duty 
to make your stay with us as agreeable as possible. 
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Whatever our social shortcomings, wc ought, at any 
rate, to tiy and make our company congenial to you. 
Now, so fer as my fether is concerned, I am afraid — 
you see, I am quite frank — I cannot answer for him. 
As a rule, it takes people some time to get used to 
him, and very often they haven't the patience to 
wait But, at least, I ought to make an efibrt 
to remove any false prejudice you may have 
against me." 

** I assure you, Mademoiselle de KoratoiF *' 

he began, carried away by his astonishment. 

"I should prefer to have your assurance after 
you have heard me," she interrupted, smiling at him 
tremulously. " Well, Mr. Volkmann, I know that 
I commenced by giving you a worse opinion of me 
than I need have done — no, don't contradict because 
I am sure of it I went almost out of my way to 
do it. Do you remember the cure you suggested 
for my ennui? My answer to that must have 
appeared to you callous, hard-hearted- — unwomanly, 
perhaps. I want to tell you — I have been wanting 
to teU you ever since — that that answer of mine was 
foolish bravado, because I — well, I thought you had 
no right to lecture me at that early stage in our 
acquaintance." 

"It was unpardonable of me," he exclaimed. 

"But not so unpardonable as my reply, Mr. 
Volkmann. What I want to say now is that I do 
feel for the hungry, the sick, the lowly. There are 
certain things that happen here within my cognizance, 
but which I am no more able to interefere with than 
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with, say, the planetary system. I cannot administer 
any actual moral or physical relief because, owing to 
circumstances, I can do so very little, and that little 
would be received with suspicion by those whom I 
wished to help. But the will is there, and the 
sympathy. One day last winter I accidentally came 
across a little procession that was bringing into the 
town two poor old people who had died of cold in 
the forest. I shut myself up in my room, and cried 
all the afternoon. I beg your pardon, did you say 
anything ? " 

*' No," he replied shortly. 

" I thought you were in pwn, and your eyes had 
just that — that tiger-look with which you occasion- 
ally favour papa," she continued, with an almost 
imperceptible movement of shrinking. 

" It isn't pleasant to hear of old people dying of 
cold, is it i " 

*< Scarcely more pleasant than to go through the 
experience one's self," she replied brightiy, as though 
set at ease by his explanation. She pulled out her 
wateh, and rose sharply, with a cry of dismay. " Oh 
dear 1 I'm nearly late. I must run to wake mamma, 
or dse this much-planned shopping expedition of 
oxirs will not come oiF to-day." 

Despite, however, her alleged need of haste, she 
was rather leisurely in her departure. She dallied a 
moment or two with her book, adjusted a bangle, 
pi»hed back an obtrusive creeper. One would have 
thought she was w^dng for something. Was it for 
the assurance she had asked him to defer to later 
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on ? But Volkmatin gave no sign. He stood 
holding the trellis-door open for her. 

" You arc lucky to get rid of me so easily," she 
smiled as she passed by him. " If I had stayed 1 
should have bored you to death with my self-analysis. 
No, don't answer ; I know perfecdy well what 
etiquette requires you to say to that." 

He found himself still holding the door open 
while she had already reached the other end of the 
poplar avenue where the bend took her out of sight. 
With a cheery " Au revoir " and wave of her hand, 
to which he had no recollection of responding she 
had made off at a run, as though to prove to him 
that her lateness was no vain pretext. With a dry, 
mirthless laugh he prepared to follow her back to 
the house. He must go and see whether the Prefect 
was ready for him. 

He walked at a saunter, to give himself time to 
fix the details of this curious talk in his mind. 
There were several morals to be derived from it. 
The chief of these was, undoubtedly, that he miut 
have been egregiously lacking in caution and circum- 
spectness. The pressure of work he had shared 
with the Prefect, the larger portion felling to himself, 
had left him comparatively little time to mingle with 
the de Koratoff femily circle. And yet these fow 
occasions had been enough to give at least one of 
them scope for observing something of the real 
feeling with which he regarded them. He had, 
unconsdously to himself, been showing his heart in 
his fece. The second point of importance was — what 
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was he to think of this girl who had made the 
discovery ? Had she made it by the woman's wit, 
or the child's intuition aided by the ibol's blundering 
haphazardness ? Till that afternoon she had given 
him the idea of being a curious blending of these 
three attributes. But he felt that henceforth, to 
prevent himself from going on a felse track, he 
would have to readjust his focus of her character. 
He must study safety. Seeing the great part she 
was to play in the scheme of his revenge, he could 
not afford to ignore any of the hidden elements of 
her nature which she happened to display to him. 

There was, for instance, the deeper note she had 
struck in her talk, a deeper note than he had thought 
her capable of striking. He was only just beginning 
to gauge the full measure of his surprise at what she 
had said. At the time his one thought had been 
how false and incongruous it all sounded on her 
lips. It had struck him as a pose, a would-be 
interesting pose, for apart from the coquettish desire 
to please, what motive had she for wishing to stand 
well in his eyes ? The pretext of making his stay 
more enjoyable had seemed ludicrously hollow. 
But now a change was coming over his aspect of her 
new phase. She was wafting back on htm an after- 
tr^l, an aroma, he might call it, of sincerity which 
made the vitiated atmosphere he breathed more bear- 
able. He acquitted her of hypocritical emotionalism ; 
he was willing to concede to her potentialities of 
goodness. 

Why should he not ? It was all to his advantage. 
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It made his task easier for him. The nature of his 
scheme rendered it essential that he should foster 
her society. He would have to see much of her, as 
much as possible. So was it not better that he 
should find in her extenuating points, points to 
lessen the feeling of distaste with which she had 
filled him, not for herself, as he had already once 
admitted, but as being near and dear to the man 
whose stony heart he meant to crush under the 
relentless heel of his hatred. And oh, the irony of 
it^she had wept for his parents I His parents had 
gone down to their grave pitied and mourned for by 
the daughter of their assassin 1 He would, when 
the time came, remember that to her credit. He 
would show her as a reward for it all the mercy he 
could spare, provided — he clenched his hands to 
harden his resolve — provided it meant no discount 
on the fiJl measure of his retribution. That was 
fixed and unalterable. Yes, true, his plan showed 
dark and cruel in the gracious sunshine, of which 
her blonde brightness made her suddenly seem to 
him emblematic. He wished she had a sister to 
whom all de KoratoiTs heart went out instead. But 
she had no substitute who might save her from her 
fete. And yet, how strange— she had wept for his 
parents I 
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He had come to the open strip of lawn between the 
garden proper and the house when he saw the 
shopping party descend the verandah staircase. 
Karol followed slouching behind, indolent and 
morose, his hands deep in his pockets. Smiling and 
lifting his hat, Volkmann was about to pass them 
when Madame de Koratoff called him. 

"It's useless for you to go in just yet, Mr. 
Volkmann — the Prefect is still in the middle of his 
siesta the baroness tells me. You will have ample 
time to give us the pleasure of your escort down to 
the ferry." 

There was nothing left to Volkmann save to 
comply. He felt a co'tain reluctance to show him- 
self before Nyman, whom he had not seen since the 
night of his arrival, in this company. He had, of 
course, no doubt about Nyman's discretion, but he 
shrank from giving him occa^on to draw com- 
parisons between his own and his friend's unequal 
positions. For Volkmann had sufficient proof dia^ 
in spite of the merciless discipline he had given to 
his soul, Nyman's humanity still idbrated to every 
delicate touch. With a secret sigh Volkmann fell 
into line with them. At all events — he tried to 
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draw some consolation from the &ct — here was an 
opportunit7 of continuing his talk with Alma. But 
even that was not to be. 

" Mr. Volkmann, will you have compassion on 
two old women — we are really not so very old, are 
we, Maria ? — and give us each one of your strong, 
young arms ? " said the baroness. 

Her quick eye had noted that Volkmann was 
about to attach himself to Alma, but that did not 
suit her purpose. Though her fears had been 
allayed, she still felt it her duty to do all in her 
power to save her friends from any interference with 
their wishes that might result from her introduction 
of Volkmann — she intended it as no act of un- 
friendhness to Volkmann himself. And however 
able Karol might be to 6ght his own battles himself, 
a little occasional help could not come amiss to him. 
She had the satis&ctlon of seeing her nunceuvre turn 
out successfully, for Karol and Alma paired off behind. 

Karol's &ce, which had brightened at the be- 
^nning, gradually resumed its sullenness. 

^'Well, bear, aren't you going to say some- 
thing ? " Alma addressed him, afrer a considerable 
pause. 

" No, because I am still waiting for you to say 
something to me," was his gniif reply. 

"Why, what are you waiting for me to say?" 
she asked. 

*' To invite me to accompany you to the shops." 

" Well, but mamma did that, and you told her 
you weren't quite sure if you cared to come." 
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** No, quite so — because you hadn't asked mc." 

*• But, Karol, this is perfectly absurd of you," 
she exclaimed impatiently. " Fancy your standing 
on ceremony like that with us." 

*• You laiow it isn't ceremony." 

** Then you had better not say what it is. And 
beside," she added impulsively, "if you wish to 
know the truth " 

** Yes, I should very much indeed like to know 
the truth," he snarled. 

" I never had any intention of inviting you to 
come." 

He turned to her, an exclamation of fierce anger 
on his lips ; but she calmly lifted her hand to hush 
him down. 

" Now, please, don't get tragic about it, what- 
ever you do, my dear boy. You know, or ought to 
know by now, that shopping is one of the most 
sacred fiinctions of a woman's life. You may not 
think it, but I feel as serious at present as when I 
went in my long dress of bridal white and the rosth^ 
on my head to the confirmation service — I shudder 
to think how many years ago. It's absurd to take a 
man when you go shopping. The mere knowledge 
of him, standing there at your elbow, chafing with 
impatience and cursing quietly under his breath, ts 
absolutely &tal to making a bargain." 

"Very clever. Cousin Alma," he sneered, "but 
you have been getting altogether very clever of late." 
" Oh ? When, for instance, did you notice 
that ? " 



T,Google 



THE FERRY OF FATE 133 

*' This morning, when you sent me down to the 
ferry — to get me out of your way." 

The flush which the hot sun had punted on her 
cheeks deepened a little as she turned her head 
disdainfully, the only answer she vouchsafed to 
him. 

*' You see, you admit that I'm right," he con- 
tinued, putting no check on his vehemence. " I 
can also tell you the real reason why you object to 
my company this afternoon." 

«WeU, why?" 

The question escaped her unawares. 

" Because Volkmann has to stay at home." 

She looked at him with wide-open eyes of 
surprise. 

'* If he had been able to come you would, of 
course, have had to ask me too. You couldn't very 
well have left me out without attracting comment." 

Her sole reply was to hasten her step, but he 
caught her by the arm and forced her to keep back. 

" Oh, you can't run away fi"om what I have got 
to say to you. I have quite made up my mind to 
say it this time. You have been a bit clumsy, 
Cousin Alma. You should have taken a little more 
pains to keep your interest in Mr. Volkmann under 
cover. Where is your pride to treat a fellow like 
that on terms of equality ? The Prefect's secretary 1 
It sounds big, but don't we know what it means ? 
A glorifled clerk 1 I don't know since when every 
jackanapes of a quill-driver has the right to call 
himself a gentleman. But he's evidently gentleman 
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enough for my Cousin Alma. Why, you ought to 
be ashamed of yourself.*' 

She had made no attempt to release herself, and 
only when he ceased speaking she turned on him 
and asked calmly — 

" Have you quite finished, Cousin Karol ? " 

"Yes, if you promise " 

*'Then I forbid you to speak another word to 
me." 

He looked at her in sheepish stupefaction. 

" Not another word, do you hear ? No, I had 
better not say that," she corrected herself musingly. 
" It would only give rise to talk, and then I should 
have to expose your foolishness. But the next time 
you go out of your way to annoy me, I shall simply 
tell mamma to ask you to cut your visit short" 

He gasped once or twice before he recovered his 
voice. 

" Oh, please, don't be so cruel to me. Cousin 
Alma," he whimpered. " I didn't mean to annoy 
you — upon my honour I didn't. Do you think it 
gives me pleasure to speak to you unkindly ? You 
know, dear Cousin Alma, I would sooner die than 
cause you the least little pain." 

" Well, I hope you mil keep that in mind for 
the future," she said dryly. 

" Yes, yes, upon my honour, I will," he assured 
her ; " only I couldn't help letting my feelings run 
away mth me just now. The first day or two after - 
I came it was Cousin Karol here and Counn Karol 
there and Cousin Karol everywhere. You didn't 
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even object to my kissing you every now and 
ag»n. And now you simply won't let me get 
within arm's length of you, and all the time I love 
you better than anjrthing on earth, upon my honour, 
I do." 

*' I don't like you an atom less than I did the 
first day you came," she replied soberly. *' And I 
haven't forgotten that you were very nice to me 
when I stayed with you." 

" I was — wasn't I ? " he exclaimed with eager 

" But you spoilt all that by what you Kud just 
now. You have been very naugh^, and before 
I can make friends with you again, you must agree 
to one or two conditions." 

" Oh, I'll agree to anything, Cousin Alma." 

" Very good. Then, in the first place, you must 
never" — there was just the iaintest trace of hesita- 
tion in her words — " say sfMtefiil and unwarranted 
things about Mr. Volkniann any more. After all, 
he is our guest, and we must do all we can to be 
pleasant to him." 

" Oh yes, and he quite deserves it too ; he's 
really a very decent chap," Karol informed her, with 
ludicrous inconsistency. 

" And secondly, I^rol," she proceeded, as though 
she had not heard his interjection, " you must make 
up your mind and be sensible, and never talk to me 
about love and nonsense of that sort You will, 
won't you, G>u»n Karol ? " 

He fell back a pace or two. 
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" Not talk to you about love. Cousin Alma ? 
But I thought " 

" Now that's exactly what you must not do ; 
you mustn't think, or you'll get cross again. And, 
please, do take that scowl ofF your face, or the other 
people will fancy that we've had a scene, which 
would be perfecdy untrue — now wouldn't it. Cousin 
Karoi ? Oh, look, and there's the ferry." 

He opened and closed his mouth several times, 
like a fish gasping for breath, too utterly bewildered 
by the sudden turns of her mood to find articulation. 
But though he was too dumfounded to talk, he 
found himself unable to refi^n from doing the very 
thing she had forbidden him — to think. She was 
quite wrong in saying that thinking would make 
him cross. On the contrary, the more he thought, 
the rosier grew the colour of his humour. It grew 
rosier still, the more his thoughts crystallized them- 
selves into a definite conclusion. And by the time 
he joined the others by the riverside, he had worked 
himself up into a positive state of boisterous bon- 
homie. But he scanned Volkmann with a sideways 
furtiveness, as if the latter were appearing to him in 
an entirely new role. 

Sullenly obsequious Nyman stood leaning on his 
pole in the middle of the barge which he had 
rammed up close to the bank to make the embarka- 
tion easier for his august passengers. Volkmann 
could not even tell whether he had noticed his 
presence, for Nyman had fixed his gaze, stealthy and 
expectant, it seemed, steadily towards the dense 
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\rillow thicket on the right. "Whom was he ex- 
pecting ? Volkmann followed his glance> with a 
vague presentiment which was realized when he saw 
the rushes part and Mallca step forth. She made 
her way straight up to Madame de KoratofF. 

" Oh, your ladyship," she addressed her, a 
picture of trembling humility. 

Madame de KoratoiF sharply drew her skirts 
away. 

"Go away, girl. You can't come across with 
us — you must wait till the ferry-boat returns." 

•• I have no desire to go across, madame. Will 
your ladyship allow me a few words ? " 

" Then be quick. We have no time.'* 

*' 1 am a seamstress, your ladyship, and I would 
ask your ladyship if she has any work for me." 

** You are very impertinent," cried Madame de 
Koratoff, angrily. "What do you mean by way- 
laying me like this ? " 

Malka's head bent lower, and she clasped her 
hands. 

" I have tried to see your ladyship at your lady- 
ship's house, but the servants would not admit me, 
and I have no money to spare on bribes for them." 

"A very pl«n-spoken young person this, isn't 
she ? " said Madame de Koratoff to the baroness. 
" What have you there ? " she continued, turning to 
Malka mth a little more interest and pointing to 
the small parcel the girl carried with her. 

"A few specimens of my work. Will your 
ladyship kindly deign to cast a glance at them F " 
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And without waiting for a reply she deftly laid 
bare the contents. 

*' Oh, what a nuisance you are, to be sure," said 
Madame de KoratofF, shrugging her shoulders. 
** Let me look — are they clean ? " 

*' Oh, quite clean, your ladyship." 

Alma had stepped up curiously to join her 
mother in the inspection. With critical eye she 
ran over the three pieces of cambric Malka held out 
to them. 

" And you say this is your work ? " Alma asked 
presently. 

*' My very own, your ladyship." 

** But it's very, very clever," said Alma, warmly. 
** Look, mamma, have you ever seen such a hem- 
stitch ? And the coarse material the poor thing has 
had to work on. That makes it more wonderful 
still. "Why, the ^rl's an artist" 

" What do you think, Adile ? " Madame de 
KoratofF asked of the baroness. 

** I quite agree with Alma." 

" Very well, then, my good girl," said Madame 
de KoratofF quite graciously to Malka. " You may 
call at the house to-morrow morning. I shall give 
instructions that you are to be admitted. Then we 
shall arrange." 

*' A thousand thanks, your ladyship." 

" And now, AdHe, we are really going to starts 
much as you may have got to doubt the fact," 
laughed Madame de KoratofF. "And so, Karol, 
you are going back with Mr. Volkmann, are you ? " 
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" Yes ; I should only be a nuisance to you," 
replied Kzrol, lighdy. 

And then, with laughing farewells and much 
waving of hats by the men and of handkerchief by 
the ladies, the ferry-boat set off. Volkmann carried 
away with him an aching iriiprcssion of Nyman 
figuring in the gay scene with a stony, sphtnx-Uke 
aloofness, as though it were presumptuous of him to 
betray an interest in the doings of these great folk. 
Perhaps he was chuckling to himself even now at 
the huge fraud he had perpetrated on them in the 
person of his friend Baruch, who was no whit better 
than he, who had starved and cobbled his own boots 
as often as he, and who yet was permitted by them 
to breathe the same rare atmosphere that filled their 
own aristocratic lungs. Yes, thought Volkmann, 
and he prayed it might be so, perhaps Nyman, the 
helot, was finding amusement in Baruch, the patrician. 

He turned round and saw Karol ferreting busily 
among the willow thicket. 

" Have you seen her, Volkmann ? " cried ICarol. 

" Seen whom ? " asked Volkmann, absendy. 

*' That stunning Jew-^1 who was here just now. 
What the deuce has become of her f Run away, 
frightened, I suppose, the silly thing. Lucifer, did 
you ever see such flashing eyes? " 

" I didn't notice," said Volkmann, curdy. 

"That's a pity," laughed Karol, "because half 
the time she was flashing them at you. And with 
such a queer look in them. I could have sworn she 
knew you." 
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Volkmann msde an ofF<hand reply. He could 
not conceal from himself that he felt vaguely dis- 
concerted. Malka's appearance at the ferry was 
cwtainly no accident. It was obvious that her pre- 
sence was the result of information she had received 
irom Nyman, and that she had some object in her 
coming. On that point he was not decided. Per- 
haps her request for employment was genuine ; per- 
haps it was only a pretext to gain admission to the 
house where she knew he was staying. He sincerely 
hoped it was anything but that. His task was 
difficult enough without his being handicapped by 
possible complications arising fivm Malka's espionage. 
Was it an omen to warn him of developments in his 
fAan of revenge of which so hi he had not taken 
count ? 

"You don't look happy, my dear Volkmann," 
Karol interrupted him sympathetically. " And I'm 
not surprised, with the sweet solace of blue-books 
and governmental reports awaiting you when you 
get back to the house." 

" Yes, it's not ideal weather for work," Volkmann 
agreed wearily. 

** Well, man, you're not a slave, are you ? Take 
French leave, and explain afterwards. I'll help you 
to make it right with the Prefect. We'll get the 
guns, and I'll give you your first lesson in shooting. 
You have no idea how cool and pleasant it is in the 
coverts." 

Volkmann, of course, declined die invitation, 
although the prospect certainly tempted him. He 
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knew he needed distraction. He was getting to 
feel very stale, and required a fresh interest of some 
sort to quicken him. He must not allow his revenge 
to become his one obsession, or he would end hy 
shouting it aloud from the house-tops. 

He was genuinely pleased when he found that 
the Prefect came to meet his wishes half way. Volk- 
man came upon ^him playing dominoes with de 
KoratofF. 

** I am getting beaten, Volkmann," he cried, in 
mock despair, " beaten shamefully and disgracefully. 
I dare not leave ofF till I have re-established my 
honour. So away with you, you two young rascals, 
and don't stand here revelling in my downfall. We've 
done with work for to-day, Volkmann." 

** Very good, your Excellency. I wish you better 
luck," laughed Volkmann, backing out of the room. 

"That's all right now," said Karol, joining him 
an instant later. " You are coming along wiA me. 
There's nothing to prevent our getting a little sport 
at last." And, without giving Volkmann time to 
reply, he went on : " Just go and get your top-boots 
on, because the ground's a bit marshy in places. 
Meantime I'll run down to the arsenal and pick a 
couple of guns for us." 

Five minutes later they had rejoined each other, 
and without fiirther delay set cut for the coverts. 
On the way Karol explained to his companion, with 
a great show of technical detdl, which no doubt was 
intended to sound very learned, the mechanism 
and proper mode of handling the weapon, and 
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commented condescendingly on the quick grasp and 
intelligence of his pupil. A quarter of an hour's 
iralk brought them to the outskirts of the forest, 
the same fores^ thought Volkmann, which now so 
serene and smiling, had last winter closed its grim, 
pitiless tentacles round those who had trustfulljr 
sought its protection. For some time the open 
spacing of the trees allowed the two to walk abreast, 
and then, as the undergrowth became denser, Karol 
took the lead. Volkmann almost laughed aloud 
at his theatrical »r of mjrstery and importance 
that ocaggerated their simple quest into the march 
of a mighty army through labyrinths of primeval 
timber growths. He knew well enough by now that 
Karol was capable of taking nothing seriously, not 
even his amusements, and the tense excitement, 
which seemed to grow on him momently, filled 
Volkmann with a sense of charlatan grotesqueness. 

So they crept on without a word, Volkmann 
humouring Karol's injunction for strictest silence. 
Suddenly Karol uttered a suppressed cry and turned 
about sharply, pointing his piece into the branches 
of one of the trees behind. Volkmann had also ^ed 
about, eagerly looking for the object which had 
drawn Karol's attention. The next instant there 
was a loud report and Volkmann gave a sudden 
spring at the hot, blistering sensation that raked 
along the back of his head. He turned, and found 
Karol looking at him, his ^e very white, but a 
smile of truculent unconcern flitting about the 
corners of his lips. , 
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" HuUoa, not hurt, are you, old chap ? " he 
asked, glancing in a puzzled way from the barrel of 
his gun to Volkmann's drawn features, and from 
there to the tree which had been his professed target, 
and then back again to his gun. 

Volkmann was probing the tingling spot deli- 
cately with his fingers, which presently he drew away 
covered with blood. 

"Oh, it's nothing much," he said carelessly. 
" Only a scalp scratch, I expect. Oh, what was it 
you were shooting at, by the way ? *' 

" Lord, man, what a fright you gave me," laughed 
Karol, with every appearance of full composure. 
" From the way you jumped, I thought 1 had shivered 
your skull to atoms. Oh, what was I shooting at ? 
Did you notice that squirrel in the tree there ? 
Well, probably you didn't. One doesn't notice 
these little things till one's eye has had a bit of 
training. The little beggar didn't stir as we were 
passing close under him, and grinned at me so 
impudently that tt was my duty to teach him a 
lesson. But something happened just as I fired — a 
twig dropped on my hand, I think, and threw me 
oflT my aim. Still, all's well that ends well, eh, 
Volkmann ? " 

** Oh, I suppose so," replied Volkmann, dabbing 
at the wound with his handkerchief. "Just a 
moment, though. Did you think we were going 
out to shoot buflaloes ? " 

** Why, what makes you say that ? " asked Karol, 
taken aback. 
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" Because you have brought mth you an eight- 
bore rifle, and were using cartridge." 

Karol laughed loud but awkwardly. 

** Why, so I did. I hardly noticed it, upon my 
honour. I suppose in the hurry I helped myself 
to what was most handy. But I'll never believe you 
again, you wicked impostor. You've taken me in 
finely. You pretend to know nothing about fire- 
arms, and here you -go talking about them like a 
professor at the military polytechnic." 

" I've studied them — at the museums," said 
Volkmann, dryly. 

"H'm, a most unfortunate beginning, though," 
continued Karol, scanning Volkmann's fece side- 
ways. *' I'm blest if I can understand it yet. 
They say mine's the steadiest arm in the r^ment. 
However, the great thing is that there's no harm 
done. We can almost treat it as a joke, can't we, 
Volkmann ? " 

*' Oh, I'm quite willing to do that," siud Volk- 
mann, pressing his lips tight. 

" Or, better still, perhaps, say nothing about it, 
eh ? We can account for it, say, by a trip-up — a 
bit of jagged stone would be just the thing to make 
a scratch like that. You see, I want the Governor 
and the Prefect to come out with me one of these 
days, just to show them what I can do, and if my 
fidgety aunt hears that — that I've been a little 
careless, she might object to thetr going. And that 
would be a tremendous disappointment for me." 

** Oh, quite so, quite so," said Volkmann. " I 
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think I shall turn back now. You need not come, 
if you would rather go on." 

" But, my dear fellow," s^d Karol, reproach- 
fully, "do you think I would let you go back 
alone ? If you were to fatnt, or anything else 
were to happen to you on the road, 1 should never 
forgive myself." 

They looked in on their way home at the 
apothecary's, who applied a plaster to the wound 
and promised complete healing in two or three 
days. 

" But an eighth of an inch deeper would have 
made all the difference," he whispered significantly. 

Volfcmann was extremely pleased that his injury 
was of a nature to lend itself so easily to the con- 
cealment of its cause^ and he accepted Karol's sug- 
gestion of the jagged flint as being as good as any 
other. The cap, with the tell-tale bullet-hole in it, 
was easDy disposed of. The alarm of the baroness 
and Madame de KoratofF, on their return, and thetr 
anxiety were positively touching, and Volkmann had 
hard work in declining Madame de KoratofTs re- 
peated offer for the telegraphic summoning of the 
garrison doctor from across. Alma said nothing, 
but she looked thoughtfidly from Volkmann to 
Karol, who had taken it upon himself, as an eye- 
witness, to give an account of the accident. But 
the high spirits she had broixght back with her had 
given out, and, pleading the fetigues of the day, she 
retired early to her room. 

Karol, too, would have been pleased had he 
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known that he had risen greatly in Volkmann's 
estimation. Volkmann admired him as a man who 
knew what he wanted, and lost no time in getting 
it Imaginary motives, flimsy pretexts, puerile ex- 
planations, and yet what a perfect man of action I 
He did not sit down and w^t for the complications 
to multiply. Volkmann had already saddled himself 
with two — the first was Malka, the second was 
Karol himself. Would there be any more ? As 
yet he was blissfully unconscious that the third, and 
greatest of them all, was still to come. 
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It was nearly a fortnight later, and in the balmy 
evening breeze, Nyman sat on his habitual tree- 
stximp, waiting for some chance belated fare who 
might have business to take him across. In feet, 
he as a rule spent well-nigh half the summer night 
out in the open, preferring it to the choking dank- 
ness and darkness of the hut that had been set aside 
for him as his official abode. He had cut himself 
a flute from one of the bulrushes, and the slow, 
even-toned music it made gave no token of the hot 
lips or the fevered heart of the musician. He was 
soloist to a spontaneous orchestra with which nature 
prodded him — the soft lapping of the waves, the 
monotonously regular swishing of the willow bushes, 
the Castanet rattle of croaking frogs. But Nyman 
heard nothing of all these. He played to the 
accompaniment of a long-drawn undertone that was 
never silent within him, waking or sleeping, by day 
or by night. 

So it was his custom to play through the 
whole evening, letting his impromptu fency wander 
through the gamut of his instrument and weaving 
it into endless melodies, not without some theme 
and method in the seemingly irresponsible tangle 
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of his variations. It was a pastime to which he 
had taken since the day of Baruch's return. 
The shallow optimism and the still more artificial 
pessimism of the Roman hedonist, who had been 
his favourite reading, had ceased to strike a re- 
sponsive chord in his heart, had begun to sicken 
him. And then, by a happy inspiration, he had 
hit upon this undreamt-of resource of his own. 
There was a deep consolation for him in the sight 
of that infinite forest of bulrushes on which he 
might vent the inexhaustible stream of music 6*om 
his heart. Each evening he feshioned himself a 
new flute, breaking it in pieces at the end with a 
riotous sense of luxurious extravagance. Oh, it felt 
so good to be extravagant in something, to burst 
through, if only for an instant, the iron boundary 
of self-imposed restraint. And gradually there 
attached itself to this habit of breaking up his flute 
a superstitious hope. Perhaps each fresh reed might 
have a more subtle virtue, more magic than its 
predecessor, might have more strength to draw near 
to him, by some unconscious spell it contained, the 
great and distant desire for which his soul was for 
ever stetching out its impotent hands. 

To-night he had fiishioned his flute with more 
special care, if that were possible. To-night he 
breathed into it a more abandoned pain. To-night, 
therefore, it came to him almost without surprise 
that his immeasurable longing should find its con- 
summation and be achieved. He looked round, 
with scarcely a quiver or a star^ as he heard a light 
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footfall coming up from behind. Yes, if she had 
not come to-night, then she would have never, never 
come. 

" Good evening, Nyman," said Malka, her 
breath short and quick. It seemed she had been 
running. 

He merely nodded in reply to her, his flute still 
to his lips, but making no sound. He knew he 
could not yet trust himself to speak. 

She stood a little nearer to him and continued — 

"1 have come to you with a, message from 
Baruch." 

He still only looked his inquiry, angry with 
himself for the sinking at his heart. Why trick 
himself constantly into this self-delusion ? Did he 
not know from the start that she could not have 
come to him of her own accord ? 

" He wants me to bring tq you his apologies for 
not having come to see you himself. He could not 
find the time. He asked me to tell you that the 
work is in hand, and that he is applying himself to 
it with every fibre of his strength. But so far he 
cannot say anything how it will turn out." 

" Is that all he said ? " asked Nyman. 

" Yes, that's all he said," she replied with a deep 
sigh, staring before her vacantly. "And, would 
you believe it — those are the only words he has 
spoken to me all the time we have been together in 
the house," she added, dropping her voice to a 
weary whisper. 

*' Then you don't see much of him, do you ? " 
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" How can I ? " she counter-questioned fiercely. 
"All day long I am shut up in the room, stitching, 
stitching, stitching. The young lady spends a great 
deal of her time with me. She is very kind. Every 
now and then I meet him about the house, only he 
is always in a great hurry, and there are always 
people near by, and so, of course, I dare not speak 
to him. But this afternoon, when I happened to be 
alone, he slipped into the workroom and whispered 
the message, and made off again before I could even 
answer him." 

Nyman was silent He tried, with a vehement 
effort, to understand the psychology of a man who 
had a chance of speaking to Malka and did not give 
himself time to wait for her answer. 

She had lapsed back into her previous mood of 
■racancy, from which she presently roused herself. 

" Oh, by the way, 1 haven't thanked you ye^" 
she said. 

"No need," he said curtly. "There was no 
trouble in doing what you asked me." 

She shru^ed her shoulders with evident in- 
difference to his opinion. But when had she ever 
cared for his opinions ? 

"Still, it was good of you to send me word. 
But for that I might never have had the chance of 
speaking to them. Oh, didn't I think it all out 
cleverly ? " she went on, with a great air of craftiness. 
" I said to myself, now that they have visitors, they 
are sure to go across some time or other. They 
will let you know to be ready, you mil send for m^ 



T,Google 



THE FERRY OF FATE 151 

and here I shall be w^uting for them. And that's 
how it turned out." 

" Yes, that's how it turned out," Nyman echoed 
absently. 

" Oh, not that they are sony," she said quickly. 
"They say my work is very good. All day long 
they are singing my praises. From to-night I am 
to sleep in the house, so that I need not waste any 
time in passing to and from my lodgings. Oh, I 
shall earn a great deal of money." 

*• Well, and what will you do with it when you've 
got it i " he asked, half smiling at her pleased 
eagerness. 

*' Follow Baruch when he goes away again from 
here," she cried, her eyes flawing joyously in the 
semi-darkness. 

He drew back from her, and, putting the flute to 
his lips, sounded a few shrilly disconsolate notes. 

** Yes, whether he cares for it or not, I shall 
follow him— follow him to the end of the world, if 
need be. Oh, I am not going to let him out of my 
sight again. Tell me, Nyman," she continued, her 
manner more tense and concentrated than it had yet 
been, " what is this work he speaks about ? " 

*' I don't know," he answered sullenly. 

" You don't know, when it's all your doing ? *' 
she s^d contemptuously. 

*' My doing ? " 

** Perhaps you will deny it. I saw it all ; I 
watched the two of you that night he stood here. 
You told him of something that set him all ablaze 
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with fury. You tried to make him do some 
desperate thing — probably because you did not have 
the courage to do it yourself. But, don't you think 
it^ my friend, he will not do it. I warned him that 
no good would come of listening to you. And 
now you may as well tell me what the meaning of it 
all is." 

"I can't tell you the meaning of it, Malka," 
said Nyman, slowly. 

"You know, but you can't tell. Very well 
Then you shall never tell me anything again. You 
shall never have the chance. , You know I mean 
what I say, Nyman." 

A strangled cry broke from him at the threat 
Yes, he knew that she meant what she said. But, 
Baruch or no Baruch, he could not let himself 
drown without a struggle in the waters of despair. 
And, each word quivering ^th angry shame for 
himself, he told her. 

^e listened with a puzzled air, and at last shook 
her head in open perplexity. 

" Some plan of vengeance for the dftath of his 
parents ? What plan is it ? *' 

"That 1 don't know, Malka, upion my soul I 
don't know," he said passionately, her threat still 
ringing in his ears. " He would not tell me. I 
should know in good time, he said." 

She shook her head more vigorously still. 

" I believe you, Nyman, I believe you this time. 
But what can he be about ? I have watched him as 
well as I could, but I have noticed nothing. He is 
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very friendly to all of them. He goes about with 
an open &ce and a light hearty as if he hadn't a care 
in the world. No, you are mistaken, I tell you. 
He means nothing, he plans nothing. He does 
not care about his parents, he does not care about 
any one. His thoughts are all for himself." 

And her voice, which had risen gradually in 
pitch, broke off with a shrill scream. 

Nyman had raised himself mth a movement 
that suggested shrinking and eagerness in a curious 
composite way. 

"Perhaps you are rights Malka," he swd 
hoarsely, " perhaps he does not care for any one but 
himself. And, therefore, why should any one care 
for him ? " 

But she had evidently not heard. 

" Malka," he said, timidly touching her on the 
arm. 

" Yes ? " she asked sharply. 

" I only want to ask you a simple question." 

She turned to him suspiciously. 

" Suppose," he said, taking her silence for per- 
mission, •' suppose I were not what I am now, what 
I have become here — suppose I had returned to you 
having achieved something out there In the world, 
with something worthy of you to oifer for your 
having — say, for instance, I had come back a doctor, 
a gendeman— would it have made any diflference ? " 

" Not if you had come back a king, Nyman 1 " 

He heaved a scarcely audible sigh. 

"Thank you. That's all I wanted to know. 
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Malka. It will do me good to know it I have 
often wondered to what it was all due — to my evil 
fortune or to myself. I'm glad it's myself. A man 
may do nothing against his fortune, but he may do 
a great deal against himself." 

** I don't understand you — you are raving," she 
said coldly. 

" No, that I am not, Malka. Just let me show 
you how sane I am. I refused your gratitude just 
now, didn't I ? Well, that was because I desired 
that there should be one thing at least in which, 
mean and humble as I am, all the giving should be 
on my side and all the taking on the other. It 
makes a man of me to think that I still can do 
favours. The knowledge will come in usefiil to me 
— for punting my ferry-boat across." 

" It's not my feult that I can't love you," she 
cried, with an angry sob. 

"You said that too soon, Malka. You shoidd 
at least have waited till I blamed you for it." 

With an impulave gestiu-e she fumbled for and 
found his hand, and after a momentary touch 
immediately let it go ag^n. 

" Good night, Nyman," she said. 

" Good night, Malka, and tell Baruch I am quite 
content to wut his time." 

She turned back to him with a sudden thought. 

** What is the name of the town where Baruch 
lives ? " 

" Odessa. At least, I suppose that's where hell 
go back to from here." 
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He saw the drift of her question. 
*• Odessa. Oh yes, I've heard of it. Is it fer ? " 
**A day's journey. It costs eighteen roubles." 
" Eighteen roubles I " she exclaimed in dismay. 
" Oh, I shall never earn as much as that" 

" Don't let that alarm you. I can make up the 
rest for you. I have saved something." 

" Oh, will you ? That's excellent. Of course 
I shall send it back to you as soon as ever I can." 
"Send it or not— just as you like, Malka." 
He watched her as she sped off without another 
word to him. The sweat had started on his forehead 
as though with the performance of some huge task. 
It was a huge task he had just achieved, a herculean 
task. He had pledged himself to their endless 
separation. He knew his love was great, but he 
never knew it was great enough to make him do 
such desperate things. 

From the other side of the river came an im- 
portunate call for the ferryman. He made no 
response. Let them shout, shout till their lungs 
burst. It pleased him to know that there were other 
people who could not always get what they wanted. 
He became aware that his nerveless fingers still held 
his flute. He broke it and flung it away. He need 
play no more that night. 
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Malka's one idea was to get back as qutdd}r as she 
could to the Government House. That quarter of 
an hour's talk vrith Nyman had not been jdtogether 
wasted, but she could have gained all she had gdned 
in much less time. A sense of irreparable loss came 
over her as she reflected that those superfluous 
minutes might have robbed her of the opportunity 
of obtuning a talk with Baruch. As she bitterty 
repeated to herself he had never, whether purposely 
or not, given her that opportunity during the day- 
time. But the evenings might be more propitious — 
at any rate, it would not be her fault if they were not. 
So she had plotted and schemed to be asked to stay at 
the house over nights. That morning she had men- 
tioned casually to Mademoiselle Alma — what a fool 
Mademoiselle Alma was, to be sure — that the previous 
night, as she was going home, a man had sprung 
upon her from the roadside and, if he had not luckily 
stumbled and come to the ground in his pursuit, he 
would no doubt have done her serious injury. And' 
at that, in great alarm. Mademoiselle Alma had at once 
given orders that a room should be prepared for her 
next to the servants' quarters. And now — could 
* she believe it ? — she was going to spend the whole 
156 
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of the twenty-four hours under the same roof as 
Baruch I She laughed to hersell; Oh, what a happy 
idea was that imaginary ambuscade. And the very 
next instant her heart came into her mouth, stifling 
her cry of fear. Yes, undoubtedly, it was a case of 
crying " wolf." For here, within a hundred yards 
of the gates, a man lurched suddenly across her path 
and gripped her tightly by the arm. 

"Oho, did I frighten the pretty dear?'* he 
laughed thickly. 

"Oh, it's you, your honour," said Malka, 
her alarm but partially allayed as she recognized 
Karol. 

" It is, it is — though I dare say I should have 
forgotten who I was if you had kept me waiting here 
much longer," he laughed again. 

"What, have you been waiting for me, your 
honour ? " she askeid, mih as much unconcern as she 
could put into her voice. She knew it would be 
unwise to show him that she thought herself in 
danger. 

"I heard that you were coming back to the 
house to-night, so I stuck myself here to catch you 
as you went in. Blessed be the hands that made 
this road to the house and no other." 

" Well, then, had we not better go on ? " she said 
pleasantly. 

*' Oho, all in good time," he said, steadying him- 
self after another lurch, but keeping his hold on her 
arm. "Fact is, that I want to telk to you very 
seriously." 
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'*But we can do that ever so much better 
indoors." 

He tightened his grip as he answered her 
testily — 

** Permit me to know better, Mademoiselle 
Astarte^ or is it Semiramis ? No, no, I beg your 
pardon, I remember now — it's Malka." With his 
fiee hand he made a gesture of disdain. ** Fancy 
calling you by a «Uy, simpering name like Malka, 
when the mere look of you reminds one of a Pasha's 
seraglio." 

"Malka means a queen," she said, doing her 
best to iall in with his humour. 

« Oh, does it ? It's not so bad then. We'll 
make you the Queen of Sheba on the spot, and at 
once proceed to the crowning." 

He attempted to draw her towards him, but 
with snake-like Htheness she eluded him. He 
laughed again. 

"What, you don't like being made the Queen 
of Sheba ? Well, then, we'll go one better still. 
Malka, you shall be the Song of Songs. You're the 
prettiest Song of Songs in petticoats I've ever seen." 

'* Didn't you have something to say to me ? " 
she reminded him, in the hope of diverting his 
thoughts. 

" Yes, yes, so I did," he s^d shakily. " Now 
what in the dewl's name was it ? Now — now don't 
rush me ; let me get at it slowly or I'll never get at 
it at all. And I'll keep you wiuting here till I do. 
Ah, yes, I know." 
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He paused and heaved a hiccoughing »gh which 
more than anything showed his maudlin condition. 

" Fact is, oh Song of Songs, that I want to take 
you into my confidence." 

" But surely, her ladyship, your aunt, would have 
done better for that." 

"Oh, you'll make me die of laughing, you 
stupid Song of Songs," he guffiiwed. ** Fancy my 
saying to Aunt Maria what I'm going to say to you. 
Now listen, and don't make such a fool of yourself 
ag^n. I came to Ditomar — do you know what I 
came here for ? I came to have a really good time 
with Cousin Alma, and I'm not having a really good 
time at all. If you want to know the truth, I'm 
jolly miserable." 

" Are you, indeed, your honour ? " said Malka, 
now oscillating between fear and amusement. 

" Oh, don't keep on calling me your honour ; 
you're so dreadfully monotonous, you Song of 
^ongs. Fact is, that I'm in love with Cousin Alma, 
terribly in love, and she's leading me a fine dance, is 
the little cat. I believe she hates me. It's the 
other fellow in there that she likes." 

** What other fellow ? " asked Malka, with 
sudden interest. "I see nobody else about the 
house." 

"Now, you've spoken sense for once," said 
Karol, viciously, " It's quite true he's nobody — not 
worth talking about. But, the deuce take it, she 
likes him." 

" Him — whom i " 
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" Why, what's his name — Volkmann." 

He could not see the proud smile that played 
on her features, and if he had seen he would never 
have puzzled out its meaning. Why, what else did 
he expect ? Was it not the most natural thing in 
the world that his Cousin Alma should like her 
Baruch — was there a woman on earth who could 
re&^n &om doing the same ? But the next instant 
a great dread chilled her heart. 

" And docs he like Mademoiselle Alma ? " she 
asked. 

" Now, how the devil am I to know that ? He's 
a close chap if ever there was one. And, be^des, 
what difference does it make now that youVe taken 
the matter in your hands ? " 

« I — what matter ? " she inquired astonished. 

" Didn't I tell you to get me out of this pre- 
dicament ? Don't stand there looking so like a 
dunce. I've got it all cut and dried for you. There 
are two ways, or rather, there are two men. There's 
Volkmann and mysel£ Now, I don't care which of 
us you make to fall in love with you." 

She stared at him in open-mouthed bewilderment. 

" Surely that's simple enough for you," he said, 
with a ludicrous touch of reproach. " You sec, if 
you make me &11 in love with you, Cousin Alma 
can go hang. If it's Volkmann you hook, then the 
road is clear for me. Now, can you beat that for 
brilliance and originality ? The idea came to me 
over the veal-chops this evening, and I had to lay 
down my knife and fork and roar^ till aunt asked 
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me — the insulting old frump — if I hadn't drunk too 
much water. I don't know if I ever told you, 
but in the regiment they think me the devil for 
cleverness." 

She was still dumb, dizzied by the whirl of con- 
flicting thoughts. 

" Now, don't stand there like a duck with her 
head cut ofF," he cried, shaking her, " don't let me 
do all the talking. Let's hear what you've got to 
say about it" 

**I was just thinking," she said, trembling with 
helpless rage at his rough handling. 

** Now mind, you needn't stand on any ceremony, 
my litde Song of Songs," he resumed, apparently 
pleased with the sound of his dull, expressionless 
voice. " If it's to be Volkmann, then say so, and 
we shall be the same good friends as before — better 
perhaps, because, if you won't mind my telling you, 
I've got a suspicion that a dozen of you won't be as 
good fiin as one Cousin Alma. Still, I've left the 
matter in your hands, and being a gendeman, I'll 
keep my word. They say in the regiment that I keep 
more words than any other man in the service. Now 
make me ^ in love with you, and, in the devil's 
name, back you come with me to St. Petersburg. 
In the twinkling of an eye there'll be the neatest 
litde flat furnished for you, pretty dresses galore, 
jewellery — aU on credit, of course, but that doesn't 
matter a jot. And then, if ever we get tired of each 
other, rU find you a substitute for me, some decent, 
dashing, young Eh, what's that, my dear ? " 
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She had wrenched herself away and stood panting, 
looking right and left past him, in the hope of being 
able to slip by. But the buriy, towering form in 
front of her was an eflfective obstruction. Foiled in 
her attempt^ she covered it with a laugh. 

" How silly of me ; I thought I heard footsteps." 

He hushed for a moment, listening intently. 
Then, in a sudden access of rage, he r^sed his 
clenched fist 

*' Footsteps ? Now, don't try to fool m^ you 
wretched Jew-hussy, or, by God ..." 

She took a swift step towards him, so that his 
fist almost touched her face. 

" Oh, please, Karol dear, what chance have 1 of 
making you love me if you speak to me like that ?" 

His arm dropped and his gaSkw rose loud and 
long. 

** Oh, you'll do, you artfiil little minx ; you've 
got all the tricks of the trade by heart Strikes me 
it'll be St. Petersburg for you after all. What do 
you think ? " 

** You had better not ask me. You know, you 
mustn't make it too easy for me, Karol. You will 
let me go now, won't you ? " 

He nodded at her in a stupid wiseacre sort 
of way. 

"Yes, you'll do, you'll do, Malka the Queen. 
And that reminds me — what about the crowning ? 

"We'll leave that for next time," she replied, her 
mind fully made up that there should be no next 
time. 
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"Ah, but with me, you know, next time is 
always this time." 

And before she knew what had happened, she 
found herself pinioned in his embrace and his mouth 
pressed to hers. Half tainting with fear and indig- 
nation, she could offer no resistance. Presently he 
lifted his head and remarked with a ponderous air 
of connoisseurship— 

** Very good, excellent, myrrh and incense of the 
East, milk and honey of Canaan. And don't make 
a mistake, I know what I'm talking about. My 
experience among you daughters of Shem is not 
inconsiderable. Easter, two years ago, I happened 
to eat a bit of your unleavened bread, and to take 
the 'taste out of my mouth I vowed to kiss every 
good-looking Jewess I came across for a month. I 
kept that vow ; I kept it on for an extra week. 
But you beat everything, Malka the Queen, and 
that's why you shall come with me to St. Petersburg. 
And now run off ; we mustn't be seen going back Into 
the house together. I've a reputation to lose ha:*." 

With horse-play jocularity he pushed, or rather 
flung her from him, so that she but barely saved 
herself from measuring her length on the ground. 
Sobbing quietiy, she gathered herself up and fled, 
tripping and stumbling along with the blind abandon 
with which some over-sensitive child that has suffered 
chastisement totters on to a hiding-place for its 
humiliation. She was sorry she had stayed him 
from striking her. Perhaps he would have killed 
her, and that would have been better than this. 
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Oh, how different was this state of mortified 
abjectness irom the pubing eagerness with which ^e 
had started on her return. And yet the worst of the 
ordeal through which she had passed was not the 
gibe, the threatened blow, the achieved caress. Far 
worse was the nagging thought she carried away 
with her. Abna loved Baruch, that was right and 
proper. And then came her own question : did 
Baruch love Alma ? She had sped a random shaf^ 
and now, to her consternation, she found the point 
of it planted deeply in her own heart Deeper yet 
went the point, and that with a sudden thrust, as on 
passing through the gate she saw upon the verandah 
Alma's slender, white-clad figure, and next to the 
white-clad figure— could she mistake him ? — Baruch. 
After the first ^ntic impulse to spring upon them 
came an access of crafty prudence. In the thick 
mulberry bushes, that flanked the gate on the right, 
she crouched down and watched. 

A few minutes later, Karol lurched past her, 
breathing hard and muttering to himself. He gave 
no heed to the occupants of the verandah. His 
eyes, at least his ment^ insion, were steadfastly fixed 
on the half-finished botde of port he had left behind 
in the smoking-room. No one could say that he, 
Karol Larmorin, of the Red Dragoons, had gone 
to bed one night and had left a hSf-finished bottle 
of port on the table. 
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Earlier that same evening, the customary partie 
cariey consisting of the Prefect, the baroness, and 
Monsieur and Madame de Koratoff, had sat down 
to their game of cards in the drawing-room. Alma, 
aiter reading for some time, got tired of her book, 
and walked over to the piano and let her fingers 
glide softly over the keys, her eyes looking with 
absent fixedness into nowhere. 

" Excuse me, de Koratoff," said the Prefect, 
laughing, *' that trick doesn't belong to you." 

*' I say it does," replied the Governor, crossly, 
spreading the cards he had gathered in, ^e upwards, 
on the table. 

** That was my queen, if you please," the Prefect 
pointed out to him genially, 

" Quite so, but this is my " 

De Koratoff broke off, his mien more disagree- 
able still. 

" Why, upon my word, I thought I had covered 
it mth the king, instead of which I go under it with 
the knave I But how on earth can one keep one's 
attention on the game with that confounded tinkling 
going on over there f " 

" Bu^ Paul, my dear," remonstrated Madame 
i6s 
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de Koratoff, *' how can you say that ? Alma plays 
divinely, and it's Mendelssohn — * Songs without 
Words.'" 

" We shall have words without songs presently," 
replied de Koratoff, hotly. " Alma I " 

Alma jumped up with a start at the rude 
summons and came hurrying over to him. 

*' What is it| papusha, dearest ? " she asked 
anxiously. 

De Koratoff took her hand with shameiaced 
repentance. 

"I'm so sorry I startled you, Alma, but your 
playing distracted me, and I lost a trick." 

** Oh, poor papa, did he lose a trick all through 
my &ult ? " she said, pladng her cheek affectionately 
to the shining bald spot on the top of his head. 
" How much does a trick cost, papa ? I'll pay for it.** 

All laughed at her ingenuousness, and the 
Governor, visibly mollified, directed his attention 
again to his hand. 

**But you mustn't worry us. Alma," he said 
Idndly. "Now, go and sit over there on the 
verandah, as far away as possible from the piano, 
and count the stars. That's quite as good as play- 
ing Mendelssohn. Where's that scamp of a Karol 
to-night ? " 

*' Yes, where is he ? This is the first time I have 
known him to be out in the evening," remarked the 
baroness. 

" He may have gone over to the barracks for a 
change," su^ested Madame de Koratoff. 
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** Volkmann ought to be in presently," said the 
Prefect. ** He had only two or three letters to 
write." 

" Oh, don't trouble about me, you good people," 
laughed Alma. *' I can very well do all my star- 
counting by myself. No one will kidnap me from 
the verandah." 

Volkmann had caught the last remark while 
stopping momentarily outside the room to put his 
cigarette out under his heeL That last remark 
made him stay out a little longer. He would wait 
till she had got to the verandah before attempting to 
follow her there. Else she would probably turn 
back half way. Her conduct to him of late quite 
prepared him for that Her conduct, in fac^ as he 
now told himself for the hundredth time, was 
passing his comprehension, had become alt<^ther 
unaccountable. There was no doubt in his mind 
that on the day of their talk in the summer-house 
she had shown unmistakable signs of a cordial 
desire to arrive at a more intimate understanding 
with him. That day he knew he had made famous 
progress. And there he had stopped. Since then 
he had not moved an inch. From that day onward 
he had noticed, with growing bewilderment, that she 
took pains to hold herself aloof irom him, adopted 
every precaution against being alone with him. She 
had even gone so far as to ignore his very presence. 

His blank astonishment at the new development 
had been succeeded by a great fear for the ultimate 
issue. What if she persisted in avoiding him thus 
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to the end ? Of one thing he had become only too 
well assured : she was not the doll he had believbd 
her to be. She had given abundant proof of 
strength, shrewdness, resource. A month was not 
too much to make a conquest of such as she. A 
conquest 1 He hated the word— it was more in 
keeping with a vulgar intrigue than with the 
accomplishment of the sacred purpose to which it 
was the immediate necessity. Only another month 1 
And here, when he had> or might make, his chancy 
he was dawdling I 

He took a grip on himself that seemed to string 
tight every fibre of his being, and stepped briskly into 
the room. Giving a pleasant " Good evening " to 
the four people at the card-table, he made his way 
straight across the spacious apartment with the 
stealthy watchfulness of a hunter trapping an unwary 
wild thing. She was stooping over the fern-pots 
that lined the balcony, and did not hear him till he 
was close upon her. He saw her shrink, and then 
take a step forward. He stopped, with a slight 
swerve to one side. Their eyes were fixed on each 
other, his with the silent yet compelling query 
whether she would av^l herself of this chance to 
escape. For answer she turned slowly back to the 
verandah balcony, standing close to the parapet. 
Without an instant's delay, he followed. 

They were seemingly both perfectly at eas^ with 
no hint between them of the situation being 
engineered. 

" AH alone ? " he said lightly. " I don't 
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remember j^our cousin ever being out before at 
night." 

" So the baroness was just saying," she replied 
curtly. 

" I wonder what has become of him." 

" I don't know. He does not inform me of his 
movements." 

*' I am not curious about them myself. His 
absence interests me only in so much as it gives us 
the opportunity for this tite-h-ttte" 

She shot him a smft, sharply scrutinizing glance. 

** I wonder if you are aware that it's nearly a 
fortnight since I enjoyed a like privilege," he 
continued. 

"I am not so sure about the privil^e, Mr. 
Volkmann." 

" Nor about the fortnight ? " he asked, smiling. 
** Well, then, let me be exact and say twelve days." 

" It may be twelve days. I am sorry I didn't 
have more time to give you. There were circum- 
stances that prevented it." 

** For instance, you had the seamstress in the 
house." 

*'Yes, it was a good opportunity for me to 
cultivate my needlework." 

** With the same regard to thrift as in the case of 
your French, I presume," he said, smiling. 

" You may presume what you please," she swd 
quietly. But he saw his jest had been unwise, and 
that she had registered it in her memory. 

*' You also spent a great deal of time watching 
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the old people at thdr cards. You seemed consumed 
with a great desire to penetrate into the intricacies of 
the game. Have you made any progress ? '* 

** As I have not played yet, I can't tell." 

" It may interest you to hear that I can speak 
more definitely of my progress at billiards. I have 
been very successfiil. Your cousin Karol can't 
aflbrd to give me a start any more. Once or tnice, 
in &ct, 1 have beaten him, I think he is growing to 
respect me gready." 

" I happen to know, Mr. Volkmann, that my 
cousin Karol respects you very much indeed." 

" How is that ? " he exclaimed, astonished, 
*• Has he told you ? " 

" He has not told me, but I know. He has 
paid you the greatest compliment one man can pay 
another." 

" 1 wonder what that is. Mademoiselle de 
Koratoff." 

She looked round cautiously, and saw the old 
people intent on their game. And ag^n she leant 
over the parapet and scanned the expanse of gloom 
before her. Then she turned to him with a sudden 
resolution. 

*• He has inrimated," she said pointedly, " that 
there is not enough room for both you and him in 
this world." 

He took a step forward, but she waved him back, 

" Yes, Mr. Volkmann, I know all," she said, her 
gaze steady upon him. "* Whether there was as 
much wisdom as there was generosily in your 
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shielding him, is not for me to decide. But I am 
exceedingly glad that I discovered the truth. 1 had 
my suspicions from the start, and what I heard from 
the chemist, when I went to him the day after for 
mamma's headache powders, turned them into a 
certainty." 

"What I fail to see, however," he said 
searchingly, '* is why you should punish me for — 
what shall I say? — your cousin's indiscretion by 
boycotting me in the way you have done." 

" Is that how you look upon it F I thought you 
would understand me now, at any rate, even if you 
did not before. Tell me, wras there nothing in- 
tentional in your saying before that Karol's absence 
had secured us this tSte-d-tite ? " 

" I meant nothing but what I said." 

" Well, but my boycott, as you put it, had a 
meaning. To speak to you with a frankness which 
I hope you will appreciate, I had, and still have to 
be very, very cautious. I don't want to give my 
cousin cause for further indiscretions. It must be 
obvious to you that I have been so unfortunate as to 
attract his — his warm regard." 

Volkmann nodded. 

" And he chooses to see in the most trifling 
attention I pay to anybody else a legitimate source 
of irritation." She shuddered, and then went on 
rapidly : " I don't like the Idea of any member of 
my &mily soiling his hands mth — murder." 

" You say you don't like the idea ? " he took 
her up, flashing at her a qiuck sardonic smile. 
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She saw the smile, and, as diough to keep 
herself &om replying to him, caught her underlip 
between her teeth. 

He bent forward and spoke slowly, deliberately, 
each word keen and incisive. 

** Suppose, however. Mademoiselle de KoratoflT, 
I werewiUing to take the risk of your cousin Karol's 
displeasure, would you consent to discontinue the 
boycott ? " 

"No, not even then, Mr. Volkmann," she 
retorted instantly. 

His alarm was tempered somewhat by his 
incredulity. 

'* I am sure you will think better of it," he said 
jesting. 

" I will not think of it at all," she replied. 

"Well, at any rate, it's due to me that you 
should state jrour reason for vnthholding irom 
me your finendship," he sud, irritated by her 
obstinacy. 

"Because I think, Mr. Volkmann, that no 
friendship is possible between us. Need I say 
more ? " 

"Not at all. Your word, of course, must be 
sufficient. And so I have the honour to wish you 
a very good evening." 

He bowed, and turned quickly on his heel. 
His heart beat fes^ for he knew that everything 
depended on the next moment He staked every- 
thing on this last hazard — and he won. 

" Mr. Volkmann, please stay," she said. 
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He iaced her coldly, and saw her twining her 
hands in and out with a pitiful irresolution. 

*' You are perfectly right to look on me as a 
boor, Mr. Volkmann. Unfortunately, my only 
other alternative was to appear to you as a fool." 

" You are using hard words," he said, regarding 
her more kindly. 

" You will know whether I deserve them," she 
said. Her manner had become once more pointed, 
critical, accusatory. 

*' I shall tell you," he sud simply. 

*' You may remember perhaps what I said to 
you that afternoon in the summer-house. I spoke 
to you of impressions,, of attitudes. I tried to speak 
of it as a joke, I tried to make myself believe it a 
joke. 1 could not do it, Mr. Volkmann. This 
last week or two I have said to you very littl^ but 
— you will pardon my boldness — I have observed 
you a great deal." 

'* And your conclusion ? " he asked. 

"That your conduct in this house is one 
sustwned arriere-pemie — excuse me for airing my 
French. You sneered again a few moments ago, 
in the politest possible manner, of coiirse, at the 
obligation which I suggested I owed to my father. 
You hinted surprise at my horror of one connected 
with me by ties of blood burdening his conscience 
with guilt Shall I go on, Mr. Volkmann ? " 

"Certainly. I should like to know all my 
crimes," he said lamely. 

" There is, above all, my woman's intuition of 
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danger. You are adopting a pose of calculating 
menace that should prepare me for some deadly 
injury." 

" But you've swd all that before," was his grim 
comment. 

" I know. The point is that I am repeat- 
ing it" 

" If it's only for emphasis, it may stand." 

" Mr. Volkmann, what have I done to you ? " 
she asked, with an abrupt directness that nearly 
threw him off his balance. 

" Nothing," he replied, recovering himself 
quickly, "except prove to me the undesirability 
of any further tSte-h-tSus." 

" I admit I cannot myself understand why the 
idea should have taken such a hold of me, why 
it should almost have become an incubus," she said> 
half to herself, "but such, Mr. Volkmann, it is. 
Why " — she gave a short apologetic laugh — *• I have 
taken to dreaming of it" 

**That makes it rather more serious," he said, 
altogether at a loss what front to present to this new 
source of perplexity. 

*• I dreamt of it two nights ago — a most vivid 
dream. I saw myself abject and wretched, with my 
fether, pale as one who has received a mortal wound, 
gazing at me half in pity, half in loathing. You 
were watching us from out of somewhere in the 
distance, and then turned from us with a laugh that 
was still audible long after you had vanished. It 
was a curious dream, wasn't it f " 
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" All dreams are more or less curious," he said, 
but without knowing what he said. 

This time she had overwhelmed him, had left 
him incapable of coping with her. By what in- 
explicable clairvoyance, by what power of telepathic 
inference had she copied the picture, which his own 
imagination had so often painted for him, on to her 
own brain ? The witless doU, whom he had thought 
unworthy of his man-like effort, had suddenly 
grown into a formidable sibyll endowed with a talis- 
manic force that should render her superhumanly 
immune. 

But she was no sibyll, no clairvoyant — she was 
only Alma de Koratoff, and, therefbre, she utterly 
mistook the crushing sense of prostration that bore 
him down. There was a quaver in her voice as she 
said to him — 

" Mr. Volkmann, I am afraid I have hurt your 
feelings." 

*' You may think so if you like," he replied. 

"Which means, I suppose," she said quietly, 
" that it's presumptuous on the part of small 
insignificant me to think that anything 1 say or do, 
or leave uns^d or undone, could possibly ruffle your 
equanimity." 

His self-possession, his equipoise of thought, 
were rapidly coming back to him. He knew he 
had every need of them for the crucial moment he 
was approaching. 

" You are quite wrong in that. Mademoiselle de 
KoratofF," he sjud. " On the contrary, I value your 
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opinions highl7. I am wiUiog to give you proof 
of that." 

" To give me proof? " 

'* Yes ; by m^ng you a suggestion." 

** If it is at all reasonable " she b^n. 

** You know we have already made two starts," 
he said ; " they were both false, as events showed. 
Well, let us make a third, and last, I suppose." 

"Oh, I should like to^I should like it very 
much," she replied, her tone showing her uneasiness ; 
" but, you see " 

** I know what you msh to object," he interrupted 
her. ** Very good, then — let us make a bargain. I 
shall undertake to guard myself agiunst your cousin 
Karol — and you shall undertake to guard yourself 
against me." 

" Oh, then my fears are grounded," she cried, 
sharply catching her breath. 

He did not answer at once. He was priming 
his gaze to meet hers without any tell-tale flinching. 

'* I will admit it to humour your persistence," he 
said at length. 

"That, I suppose, is my penalty for being a 
woman—to be treated like a child," she sighed. 

*' But you, in your turn, should admit," he pro- 
ceeded, as if he had not heard her, "that I have 
shown a fair amount of patience in the face of your 
imputations on my sincerity." 

*• Yes, I have given you a great deal of provoca- 
tion to be angry," she broke in eagerly. 

"Well, the simple reason why I have not got 
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angry is — may I speak plainly ? — is, because it seemed 
to me so obvious that all the time you were labouring 
an unnecessary point. Youwereputtingaquitesuper- 
fluous stress on the nature the aspect the object of our 
relations to one another. What does it all matter ? 
The one and only thing quite definite about our 
relations is — that tiiey are bound to come to an end. 
We have drifted into each other's lives in a random, 
haphazard sort of way, we shall" — he punctuated 
the words with a shoulder-shrug which might have 
signified any one of half a dozen emotions — *' we 
shall, in three or four weeks' time, pass out of one 
another's ken without, perhaps, leaving a single 
npple on the sur^e of our life's current Is it 
then worth while, under the drcumstances, to trouble 
about correct attitudes, accurate impressions P 
Obviously not" 

He broke off* with a sharp tag, and turned away. 
He would see if his luck would stand its second test 
that evening. 

" Obviously not, Mr. Volkmann," she echoed — 
« if we are to pass out of each other's ken for ever." 

He did not wait for more. He laced round 
upon her in a flash. 

" What; do you mean by that * if ? " he asked her 
brusquely. 

'*! leave it to your construction," she replied, 
averting her head so that the light from the drawing- 
room could not play upon it 

" No, no," he said quickly, " you must not do 
tlut In any case the last word will be yours." 
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Taken off her guard she showed him her luU 
&ce. He could see she had become very pale. 

"And whose is the first?" she ask^, smiling 
tremulously. 

"Also yours. Remember who you are — and 
what I am. I must wait for my cue." 

She scrutinized him earnestly, as though ransack- 
ing the fiirthermost corners of his heart. 

" A cue ? " she mused. 

Then, with an impulsive gesture she extended 
to him both her hands. 

« Will this be sufficient, Mr. Volkmann ? " 

" I think it will be sufficient," he said. 

And before she could guess his intention, he 
had snatched them up and pressed them to his lips. 

" I must go in, Mr. Volkmann," she said abruptly. 

But she stopped, and one of her hands went 
suddenly to her heart. 

" And all the time I have forgotten about Karol," 
she whispered. 

"You have, — but I have not," he assured her. 
** I have thought of an easy way of circumventing 
him, a very easy way. It would enable us to — to 
commune mth each other without his being any the 
wiser, even if he had a hundred eyes to spy on us, 
and a hundred ears to listen." 

"What is your way?" she. asked with keen 
interest 

"Pen and paper, and just one unobserved 
-mcHnent." 

He gauged the boldness of his proposal, and was 
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fuHy prepared for a sharp refusal. Reading her 
thoughts like an open book, he saw that the question 
she deliberated was whether she was not exchanging 
one danger for another, and that a greater. And so 
his triumph was all the more thorough when she 
replied — 

" Very good, I agree. But," and she rased her 
finger in stern warning, ** remember, Mr. Volkmann, 
it will depend altogether on what you write whether 
there will be answer." 

" I shall certainly bear it in mind," he swd, as 
he followed her leading the way back to the drawing- 
room. 

The players had just finished their game, and 
had risen from the table. De Koratoffcame forward 
to meet them. 

'* Alma, dear," he said, linking his arm in hers, 
** now that you have left ofF boring Mr. Volkmann, 
I want you to bore me for a few minutes. Give me 
a little Mendelssohn, will you ? " 

"Why, of coiu-se I will, papusha mine," she 
said, her ^ce lighting up with pleasure at the implied 
amende honorahU. 

There was nothing strange in a father asking for the 
society of his daughter, but as he watched them passing 
to the piano, Volkmann had an ominous instinct — 
he had come to see omens in everything — that this 
morose-looking man would step in again, as he had 
stepped in just now, between him and this girl, 
upon whose subversion he was directing the whole 
machinery of his mind. He remdned wrapt for a 
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brief while in the exquisite music, exquisitely rendered 
by her, though marred somewhat by de KoratoflTs 
attempt at a vocal accompaniment which, atrociously 
out of tune, and uttered in a rumbling bass 
grotesquely out of keeping with the delicate texture 
of the melody, eventually proved too strong for 
Volkmann's nerves. With a few pleasant words of 
good night to the company in general, and a silent, 
significant look at Alma, who acknowledged It 
unequivocally, he left the room. 

An inexpressible craving had come over him to 
be alone with the incompatible mood of satis&ction 
and vexation which the evening's experience had 
left upon him. He had every reason to be satisfied 
with himsdf. He had become assured, beyond aU 
doub^ that he had the power of playing upon her 
feelings. He was becoming to her a strong in- 
fluence. The happy inspiration, which had suggested 
to him an interchange of written communications, 
had given him all the means he required to strengthen 
that influence. Her veiled warning that he roust 
not presume too much on her permission meant 
nothing. On the contrary, it was a womanly touch 
that pleased him. It was the action of a woman 
who set some value on herself, whose self-respect 
made her shrink from being lighUy wooed and 
lightly won. Their acquaintance was too young for 
expressed outspokenness; it warranted, as yet, 
nothing more than a decorous reading between the 
lines. Very well, she should be obeyed. She did 
not know that her very restriction had set him fi-ce 
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to employ his greatest art — his master talent for 
innuendo. He would treat her to phrases whose 
very covertness should stir her soul as it had never 
been stirred before. 

And now, having done so well, why this vexed 
discontent ? Were the answer not too absurd, it would 
have been — -just because he had done so well. As he 
stepped along the dimly lit corridor, indented with 
numerous niches and recesses, it seemed to him 
symbolic of ambushes and treachery. A vague 
notion came to him that henceforth this was his fit 
element, this atmosphere of murk and mystery. He 
had lost the right to walk openly in the sunshine. 
He repressed an angry cry. Was he beginning to 
quarrel with himself for what he was doing, had 
done ? No, the end justified the means — the 
sophism was current coin all the world over. He 
would not even argue it out with himself. 

He could not, for just then, from one of those 
ambushing recesses, the figure of Malka loomed up 
before him. 

" I have taken your message to Nyman," she 
said eagerly. 

" What message ? " 

*' Don't you remember ? That the work was in 
hand, but that you had as yet no — " 

** Yes, quite so," he cut her short. 

Why had he been in such haste ? If he had wdted 
a day he would have had other news to send Nyman. 

" Thank you, Malka," he said, and was about to 
pass on. 



■,Goo(^lc 



1 82 THE FERRY OF FATE 

" Don't you want to know what he said ? " she 
asked, keeping up with him, her words full of 
quivering disappointment. 

*' Well, what did he say ? '* 

" He swd that he was quite content to Wiut" 

" I thought he would say that. I thank you 
again, Malka." 

" Is that the way to thank one — by running 
away from me ? " she cried hoarsely. 

*' I know it's very rude of me, Malka," he 
replied conciliatorily, " but I am very tired. Have 
you anything else to tell me ? " 

** Oh, haven't I," she said provocatively. 

He came to a halt He could not mistake the 
menace in her voice. 

*' Well, I'm quite ready to listen," he prompted 
her impatiendy. 

"The young officer spoke to me," she replied 
instantly. " He said that you were in love with the 
young lady in the house." 

'* He told you a lie," cried Volkmann, with a 
vehemence which surprised even himself. 

** He also said he would take me with him to St. 
Petersburg," continued Malka, seemingly unmoved. 

Her Indiflference shocked him. 

" Was it for this that you took your shears with 
you to your hiding-place, Malka i " he asked her, 
meaningly. 

" Oh, but I don't want to go with him," she 
burst out ; '* I want to go with you, Baruch, and if I 
don't — who knows , . ." 
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" No, no, Malka ; you mustn't threaten me — 
you mustn't bring this pressure to bear on me," he 
cried angrily. " You can't come with me, I don't 
know at all what my plans will be." Then he 
remembered that he must deal delicately with her. 
She was dangerous material. "At any rate, it's 
impossible for me to consider it for the present" 

•* Oh, you are good — you give me hope." 

And before he coiUd prevent her, she had 
snatched up his hands and covered them with 
kisses. 

" To remind you what is due, not ^m a king 
to others, but from others to a king," she whispered> 
as she glided noiselessly away. 

There was only one thing to which Volkmann 
could give his thoughts for the rest of the evening 
till he fell into a troubled sleep — the egregious He 
which Karol had told. 
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Some days later, it might be a week or so, the 
Prefect entered his wife's room, an open letter in 
his hand, and a no less open air of discontent 
on his face. 

" I regret, my dear, that I have to be the bearer 
of disagreeable tidings," he said. 

" I know — you are summoned back to Odessa," 
she hazarded. 

** Not quite so bad as that, Adil^" he replied, 
" but I am afrjud we shall have to cut our visit here 
short by a week. The Commissioner of Police 
writes me to say that His Imperial Highness the 
Grand Duke has altered his plans, and that instead 
of paying his long-promised visit to Odessa in the 
autumn, he wishes to honour us at the beginning of 
next month. That leaves us no choice but to go 
away from here on the twenty-fifth, or the twenty- 
sixth at the latest doesn't it ? " 

" Of course, we have no choice," the baroness 
agreed thoughtfully. 

'* I am very sorry, Ad^e. I should have liked 
to eke out every moment of this halcyon holiday. I 
find I am recuperating wonderfully, my dear, I am 
getting a perfect rest in mind and body. You know, 
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my dear, sometimes I feel as though we were ha^ng 
our honeymoon over ag^n — don't you ? " 

" I also have a reason for regretting our earlier 
departure," she said. 

" It can't be a more romantic reason," he said 
reproachfully. 

" No, but it's a more sensible one," she replied 
dryly. "I should have liked to stay as long as 
possible for de KoratofTs sake." 

" Ha, I refuse to be jealous, Adile," laughed the 
Prefect 

" Don't be absurd, Sergei, Have you noticed 
any change in him ? " 

"In de KoratofF? Well, Maria insists that 
there is a marvellous change for the better." 

" That was at the beginning, the first few days 
after our arrival. Lately she has not been so en- 
thusiastic. For my part, I am quite sure there is some 
trouble weighing on his mind. Did you notice his 
outburst of ill-temper against little Alma the other 
night — his little Alma, up«n whom he won't allow 
the winds of heaven to blow roughly ? There is 
something wrong with him, Sergei. He is trying to 
keep it down, out of consideration for us, I suppose, 
but there can't be any doubt that he doesn't feel 
quite at ease." 

"How could he, with you under his roof?" 
laughed the Prefect. 

"Do be serious, Sergei," she reproved him. 
**The longer we stay, the better our chances of 
finding out what the matter is." 
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The Prefect shook his head with indulgent 
impatience. 

" Realljr, Adile, I don't think there is another 
woman like you for seeing bogies by daylight. 
When we get back I shall have to take you to 
consult a nerve specialist Won't you take warning 
from the way in which your suspidons concerning 
Volkmann, Alma, and Karol were knocked on the 
head ? " 

" I am not altogether sure that they were— dis- 
proved," replied the baroness, eneigetically. 

" Oh, what's up now, pray ? Why, I don't 
remember even seeing them talk to each other." 

"Well, that's exacdy what I don't like about 
them. What business have such young people to 
be mysterious ? They ought to be sent out into 
the garden and, under severe penalties, ordered to 
have a good romp tt^ether. I shouldn't have the 
slightest hesitation in joining them myself. No, no, 
Setgei, I am quite sure that, despite their seeming 
estrangement, there is some sort of an understanding 
between Alma and Volkmann. Yesterday I fended 
I saw them passing notes to each other. The feet 
that they are never seen talking together only gives 
colour to my theory. And then there is Karol, 
rather out of the picture now, but hovering about in 
the background, with a ^euth-hound air about him 
of which, by the way, they themselves seem per- 
fecdy cognizant. I have said nothing to Maria. 
You know how easily she gets alarmed." 

" Maria has not a monopoly of bang alarmed," 
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said the Prefect, with a mock shiver. " To hear you 
talk, Adile, this house is simply a conglomeration of 
horrors. Volkmaniij Alma, Karol, de KonttofF — all 
in trouble, with the comforting promise of worse in 
store. Upon my word, Adile, we ought to be glad 
of an excuse to get away from here before we are 
ourselves caught in the meshes of mischief." 

" I won't go so far as that, Sergei," said the 
baroness, feeling that she perhaps ^ad gone too ^. 
" You need not, of course, believe all I say, but I 
am sure that I am not altogether wrong." 

" Which means, my dear, that you are not alto- 
gether right. But whether you are or are not, 
Adile, 1 strictly forbid you to worry. You are not 
to think of anything or anybody except yourself-^ 
and me, if you can spare the time. Above all, get 
rid of your latest mare's nest about de KoratofF. 
And now, if you please, I am going to take you for 
your fovourite drive through the forest clearing." 

But just as much as the Prefect, had his sight 
been keener and his optimism less pronounced, 
would have refrained from poo-poohing his wife's 
renewed anxiety with regard to developments among 
the younger inmates of the house, so he would have 
been compelled to pay her greater perspicacity in the 
case of de KoratofF a high tribute, had he seen 
the Governor pace the length and breadth of his 
sanctum that same afternoon. The heavy features 
were clouded and worn, the thick grizzled moustache 
drooped more moodily than ever, and the narrow 
cleft between the shaggy eyebrows had disappeared 
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altogether. Not even the sunniest of optimists 
could have maintuned that de KoratoiF had the look 
of a man contented with himself or with the rest of 
the world. Significant, too, was the hasty effort 
with which he did his best to smooth his ruffled 
mien at the sound of a tapping at the door. 

He did not answer, but stepped up and opened 
it himself, to the extent of half an inch. He saw 
Alma. 

"Am I disturbing you, papa?" she asked 
timidly. 

*' No, my dear child," he ssud, making way for 
her. " Come in ; I'm glad to see you." 

" And me, too, uncle ? " asked Karol, following 
her in, without wailing to be included in the 
invitation. 

" I won't keep you a moment, papa," said Alma, 
hurriedly. "I have only come to tell you that 
there are half a dozen rough-looking men down- 
stairs who want to speak to you." 

" Ah, the mujiks," said de Koratoff. 

" Then you've been expecting them, papa, have 
you 7 " asked Alma, struck by something curious in 
his voice and manner. 

" Expecting thera ? " echoed the Governor, 
sharply. " Certainly not. I have no idea of what 
they want of me." 

" Well, papa, what shall I do ? Shall I send 
them away ? " asked Alma. 

" Why, of course send them away," interposed 
Karol. " I told her to do so as soon as I saw them. 
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uncle. They're supposed to be a deputation, don't 
you know," he added with a laugh. 

De Koratoff wrinkled his brows angrily. 

" Perhaps you will allow me to manage my own 
affairs, Karol. Tell them to come in. Alma." 

Karol turned away, treating the snub with 
assumed jauntiness. Alma had got as ^ as the 
door when the Governor called after her — 

** They will dirty the carpets. Let them take 
their boots off^ before they come in." 

" They can't, papa," said Alma, sadly. " They 
are all barefoot." 

De Koratoff^ sat down at his writing-desk, and 
adopted a severely official pose. In a few moments 
Alma reappeared, and, with the help of two or three 
soldiers in uniform, ushered in the deputation. A 
heart-rending sight they made, that little crowd of 
human scarecrows, who shuffled into the room 
awkward and embarrassed by their evident conscious- 
ness of being ludicrously out of place in the im- 
posing, well-appointed apartment to which they had 
been admitted. Nothing could exceed the tattered 
unkempt wretchedness of their appearance, appalling 
was the fetnk undisguised sordidness to which not 
even the importance of their errand had induced them 
to put a redeeming touch. Terrible, too, in its 
obviousness was the uncertainty and fear of the 
issue that peered out of their haggard eyes. 

An unpleasant incident marked the banning of 
the interview. Sneering and tnsolen^ Karol had 
planted himself near the door to get a better view of 
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the peasants filing in. The youngest of them, more 
gauche and slovenly than the rest, shambling on in 
the rear, his eyes seeking the ground in fluttering 
sheepishness, cannon^ up against him. With a 
brutal oath Karol grip[>ed him by the shoulders and 
hurled him full tilt into the cowering group. The 
young peasant went down like a I<^, bringing down 
with him two of his companions in his ML For a 
moment or two there was an awed silence, and then 
the hapless lout, reaHzing the enormity of his oi&nce^ 
hastily scrambled to his knees, and so dragged him- 
self towards Karol, muttering incoherent eiKuses all 
the while. And then, in a final burst of grotesque 
self-abasement, he caught the edge of Karol's 
smoking-jacket to his lips. 

With a loud laugh Karol pulled himself away 
and walked from the room. The young peasant 
had sprung to his feet, and watched him, still 
trembling with fear, but with the sheepish look gone 
from his face, and in its place suggesting the in- 
telligent sullenness of an ill-treated dog. There 
seemed to have been more of teeth than of lips in 
his abject salute. Alma was standing close to her 
Other's chair, an indignant but ^ent observer of the 
scene. The Governor, too, had made no com- 
ment Whatever his thoughts, an indulgent smile 
played about his mouth. Not that he was amused, 
but it would not do to show these slaves that any- 
thing their masters did could be wrong. 

" What do you people want ? " he asked, leaning 
forward and eydng them with not unkindly interest. 
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The peasants were crowding together in a kno^ 
but at his question they fell back a step, leaving one 
of their number to stand out in front alone. He 
was an old man, stoop-shouldered and grey-bearded, 
but with a certain dignity and self-possession in his 
bearing that could not but inspire respecL 

" Come, speak. What do you want ? " de 
KoratofF asked again. 

"Before everything, your Excellency, to beg 
your Excellency's most gracious pardon for intrud- 
ing on your Excellency's privacy," the old man said, 
bending almost double over the gnarled stick round 
the knob of which he was clasping supplicatory hands. 
There were tears in his eyes and voice as he pro- 
ceeded : " Oh, your Excellency, we have come to tell 
you that things are going exceedingly badly with us. 
Look at me, your Excellency. I am turned seventy- 
three, and I still have to toil with my hands, because 
two of my sons have died while serving the Emperor, 
and my only other son could not give me a crust of 
bread which he would not first have to snatch fi-om 
the mouths of his own hungry bairns. Yes, your 
Excellency, turned sevenly-three I am, and I still 
must follow the plough. And firom that, your 
Excellency can see how sore our straits are." 

'* I believe you. But what can I do for you ? " 
asked de KoratofF, who had followed him attentively. 

**'We would ask your Excellency to help us," 
continued the old peasant. ** We would ask your 
Excellency to save us from perishing. In the name 
of the virgin mother and all the calendar saints, we 
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would humbly ask your Excellency to exercise your 
power and your mercy on our behalf. Who can do 
for us as much as your Excellency ? You alone can 
intercede for us with the Little Father, the great 
White Czar, and ask him to have pity on us> and 
not allow us to be destroyed utterly. If you will 
do this for us— oh, your Excellency, we will bless 
you with our latest breath." 

" But this is all so vague. What is the use of 
speaking in such general terms ? " excWmed the 
Governor, impatiendy. " Come to the point. Tell 
me exacdy what it is you require." 

" Willingly wiU I do so, your Excellency," replied 
the spokesman in a more pitiful whine. " Your 
Excellency is, of course, aware that the harvest is 
' growing ripe, and is nearly ready to be gathered in. 
But we have no scythes to cut the corn ; we have 
no threshing-floors wherein to store it ; we have 
neither horses nor carts in which to take it to the 
market-place. It will lie there in the autumn rains 
and rot, and we shall sit by gnawing our finger-tips 
to the raw. And presently there will come the seed- 
time, and we shall have no seed. Our ploughshares 
are crumbling to pieces with the rust ; and then — 
and then — oh, your Excellency, will come the winter. 
Your Excellency will be kind enough to remember 
that we have been very patient, and that we have 
not assailed your Excellency's ears with importunate 
clamours. It is now two years since we last made 
our humble petition to your Excellency, and your 
honour's Excellency promised then that we should 
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be speedily helped. And since then we have waited 
and watted, without a murmur, knowing that the 
Ijtde Father has many children ; but now the sword 
is at our throats, and we shall die." 

A dark flush had spread over de KoratofTs lace 
at the concluding sentences, and, forgetting his official 
repose, he had shifted uneasily in hts chair. He 
made no immediate reply, but bent over the sheet of 
foolscap on his desk and wrote busily. 

" Very well," he said, looking up at last, but so 
that his gaze ranged over the heads of the deputation, 
*' I have made a note of your representations, and 
they shall be forwarded to the proper quarter. More 
than that I cannot tell you at present. Meanwhile, 
keep on praying to the saints, and don't drink so 
much vodka. You may go." 

There was an indistinct murmur from the little 
group which might as easily have been construed into 
an expression of remonstrance as of gratitude. Then 
they filed out slowly as they had entered, the old 
man remaining the last behind to direct one final 
glance of appeal and heart-break at the arbiter of 
their desdnies. But it was wasted on de Koratoffj 
for he had bent down again over his foolscap, and it 
was, perhaps, the stooping position that had brought 
the dark fiush back to his ^e. It was wasted hke- 
wise on Alma, who, long before the end of the inter- 
view, had turned her back to the petitioners and kept 
gazing fixedly through the window. 

" They have gone, papa," she said, looking round 
presently. 
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** I know, m^ dear," he replied a little peevishly. 
^^It was usdess to let them stay longer. I heard 
all they wanted to say." 

She came and put her arm round his neck. 

** Oh, the poor things," she whispered. 

"Yes, it's very sad," he swd, nodding con- 
currence. 

*' You will try to help them, of course, papa." 

** I shall do my best." 

"But they said that they came to you already 
two years ago," she persisted, "and that nothing 
was done for them. How did diat happen, papa ? " 

De KoratofF put hts hand across his Bice, as 
though to aid his retrospective vision by shutting off 
the sight of outward visible things. Perhaps also 
it was to shield himself fi-om the aflectionatdy 
inquisitive glance his daughter was turning upon 
him. 

" My dear child, I really don't remember exactiy 
what occurred," he said slowly ; " and in any case it 
wouldn't interest you if I went into details. I need 
only tell you that I, as in duty bound, made an 
application on their behalf to the Ministry of 
Agriculture. There was a great deal of wearisome 
correspondence and any amount of red-tape, until 
in the end they got tired of their own roundabout 
methods, and " 

" And what, papa ? " 

*• And dropped the thing altogether." 

" Oh, how wrong of them — how>cruel ! " she 
exclaimed, her eyes flashing indignation. 
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" Quite so, quite so," commented de Koratoff, 
feebly. 

" And is that what has made you so serious and 
distracted this last week or two, papusha ? " she 
asked, tightening her arm round his neck. 

" It is, my dear child," he said, rising from his 
chair and disengaging himself from her embrace. 
** I knew, of course, that their distress was coming 
to a head, and that they intended to approach me 
in my official capacity." 

*'But, oh, papa, don't be angry with me for 
saying i^" she feltered, " but why — ^why did you 
wait till they came to you ? " 

" I did not wait, Alma," he replied, not with 
the best of grace, despite her pleading. *' I have 
given the matter my earnest consideration long 
before this. For months, I may say, I have been 
turning over in my mind what would be the best 
way of helping them," 

" And have you found anything ? " she asked 
eagerly. 

" I think I am getting to see my way to 
i^" he replied, but his impatience at her in- 
tern^tories was becoming very patent That, 
however, did not prevent her" from excl^uming 
enthusiastically — 

"Oh, I knew I had the cleverest and kindest- 
hearted man for a papa t " 

He winced at her pnuse. 

" Don't be so lavish with your superlatives," he 
said, stroking her cheek. " My intentions are good, 
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but how can I answer for the result ? Nothing is 
certain in this life." 

" Nothing, papa, except that we love one 
another, eh, papa ? Now let me give you one 
good hug, and then you'll be rid of me." 

He submitted smilingly. As she clung to him 
a sudden impulse, ending in an almost painful 
indecision, sent a ^nt roseate flush into her 
cheeks. Her lips trembled as though with words 
that struggled for but did not attain to utterance. 
Then, with a wrench, that seemed like a movement 
of self-defence, she tore herself away and hurried 
from the room. 

Her anxiety as to how much her ^ther had 
observed of her strange irresolution was perfectly 
unnecessary. De Koratoff had observed nothing. 
After that keen initial glance at the deputation he 
had only heard, not seen. And his daughter's 
scrutiny he had avoided even more persistently than 
theirs. Now he was alone ag^n he might admit 
the reason frankly to himself: he did not want 
either her or the aged peasant, who had spoken so 
eloquently for his inarticulate comrades, to see in his 
eyes the self-accusation with which he answered their 
piteous appeal. He could now admit to himself, as 
he had done for many a month, which was all the 
forethought for them of which he had spoken to 
Alma, that he had wronged these poor wretches 
with a deadly wrong, and that all their misery lay 
at his door. It was not true that his request for 
assistance to the destitute peasants two years ago 
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had been refused by the Minister. On the con- 
trary, the sum of twelve thousand roubles had been 
remitted to him for distribution amongst them. 
The whole of this amount he had perverted to his 
private use. The greater part of it, he recalled, had 
gone to the purchase of a team of magnificent greys 
as an ostensible birthday present for his wife, an 
extravagance which the latter had never ceased to 
bewail, and which was rendered all the more de- 
plorable by the accident which shortly afterwards 
befell one of the horses, making it necessary for 
the beautiful animal to be destroyed. De Koratoff 
had seen in it at the time an omen that he would 
live to regret his unconscionable act. 

He had indeed lived to r^ret it The depu- 
tation that afternoon had impressed on him more 
forcibly than ever the peril of his position. The 
state of unparallelled distress which his dishonesty 
had done so much to produce, would not, and could 
not, remain a secret within the four corners of his 
own district. Rumours of it would filter out into 
the higher spheres of the official world, an inquiry 
would be instituted — he had numerous ill-wishers, 
who, when their chance came, would not spare him 
— that inquiry might lead to other inquiries, and the 
end might be ruin and disgrace. And that must 
never be — never, never I He thumped the solid 
mahogany Aible again and again till his clenched 
fist tingled with pain. Not that he cared so much 
for himself He knew his career had come to a 
standstill He had gone as far as he would ever 
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go. He had made a particularly- brilliant start, and 
had attained to his present position at a compara- 
tively early age, with promise of still more rapid 
prefermenL And then, hy an ill-considered act, he 
had drawn on himself the implacable ill-will of the 
Court clique. And so he had been left to moulder 
here in contemptuous oblivion, as though it were 
paying him too high a compliment to acknowledge 
his existence by dismissing him from his post 
There were other means than Siberia of rel^ating 
a man into exile. 

But that did not guarantee that they would 
continue to ignore him if he gave them a more 

positive hold on him. And an exposure What 

would it mean for his darling daughter Alma, the 
one gleam of brightness which irradiated his gloomy 
life ? He would ill requite the solace she had been 
to him by darkening the glowing promise of her 
future with the shadow of her Other's shame. No, 
come what may, his daughter Alma should walk in 
triumph through the bright spheres which one day 
would be her world, a joy and a guiding-star to 
others, instead of lurking, secret and outcast, in 
crevices and corners where her stigma would ncrt 
show so black against the enfolding blackness. 

He pulled himself up short. He could see 
that he was harrying himself into a panic. There 
was no cause for that — yet The mu)lks must be 
quietened, the maws crammed. Though his own 
exchequer was empty, and his bank account heavily 
overdrawn, there were other methods of doing it — 
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at least one other method. It was easy and it was 
safe, if he would but utilize properly die resources 
at his disposal. The mujiks would be satisfied, 
more than satisfied. AH they expected was to be 
helped by others. Being, of course, men of vast 
self-respect, it would come as a pleasant surpriic to 
them to be shown a str^htforward way of helping 
themselves. 
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CHAPTER XV 

It was with a ^ew to arrange for the proper utilizing 
**of the resources at his disposal," that de Koratoff 
the following morning made a somewhat uncere- 
monious entry into the room where the Prefect and 
Volkmann were transacting their correspondence. 

" Can you give me five minutes. Prefect ? " he 
asked, closing the door behind him carefully. 

*' Five minutes ! An hour, if you like, my dear 
friend," replied the Prefect, not a little surprised at 
de KoratofTs special call, seeing that they were to 
meet an hour later for a game of bowls, when they 
would have ample opportunity for a confidential talk. 

The next instant de KoratoflT furnished him with 
a spontaneous explanation. 

'* It's a matter of business, Prefect, more fittingly 
discussed in a business atmosphere" he said. 

Volkmann rose unostentatiously and prepared to 
withdraw. 

*' No, don't go, Volkmann," continued de 
KoratofF, quickly. *' In fact, I should prefer you to 
stay. I am not at all sure that part of my reason 
for coming here was not to have the benefit of 
your presence at my colloquy with the Prefect. It 
concerns certain administrative matters of a rather 
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private nature, but " — he smiled with an assump- 
tion of benevolence — *' seeing that you are a full- 
fledged member of the bureaucracy, it might be 
instructive to you to be trusted with the experiences 
of much older hands." 

"I feel highly honoured by your Excellency's 
confidence," sdd Volkmann, bowing and re-seating 
himself. 

" You may have to pay for the honoitr by some 
inconvenience later on," s^d the Governor, with an 
awkward laugh. " Now, my dear Prefect, to come 
to the point The mujiks round here are in a 
ferment again." 

"I heard there was a deputation to you yester- 
day," said the Prefect, gravely. 

'*They came to tell me that their harvest is 
jeopardized unless they get money for new imple- 
ments and fresh cattle. The situation is serious, 
almost desperate. They are threatened with starva- 
tion. They suggested I should write to the 
Minister." 

*' Of cours^ you will do so," said the Prefect. 

** There are reasons why I should not do so," 
retorted de Koratoff, naturally, however, without 
going into detail as to these reasons. " I am quite 
sure that my request will receive no attention. At 
the very most it will bring down on me a severe 
reprimand from high quarters for not having 
managed the afinirs of my district better. You see, 
I am quite frank, Volkmann." 

*'I appreciate you frankness, your Excellency, 
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although I don't for a moment share your appre- 
hensions," smiled Volkmann. 

" I happen to know better, my young fiiend," 
the Governor said darkly. 

Then his mouth contracted, and he planted him- 
sdf more sturdily on his feet E\ddently he was 
nerving himself for an effort. He continued, 
resolutely — 

**And since I can hope for no help for them 
fiom St Petersburg, I must give them the means of 
accommodating their necessities from the resources 
close at hand." 

"Accommodating their necessities I— resources 
close at hand 1 " echowl the Prefect, astonished- 
" What resources ? Have you disco«red a gold- 
mine for them ? " 

**In a manner of speaking, I have," replied de 
Koratoff, truculently. " My gold-mine is — the 
Jews," 

"The Jews?" 

The Prefect half rose at his own exclamation, 
shooting an involuntary and startled glance at 
Volkmann. The latter, however, remuned sitting, 
rigid and unmoved, showing no change even to the 
half-smile of tense interest with which he had been 
following de KoratoiTs words. 

" Yes, certainly, the Jews," repeated the latter, 
his manner fierce and bristling. " It is time that my 
unfortunate peasants should have an opportunity of 
turning the tables on these devils who have made 
life an earthly purgatory for them. *' Tell me," he 
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said, addressing himself more particularly to Volk> 
mann, ** who is maialy responsible for all the 
calamities that are besetting our unhappy country 
if not these cursed parasites F Who is it, if not 
these blood-suckers, that are draining us dry of 
what is best in us, our energy, our vitjdity ? Who, 
I would ask you, is throwing out of gear all our 
machinery of state, who is complicating our inter- 
national relations ? " 

**They are undoubtedly, your Excellency" 
remarked Volkmann, without the tremor of an eye- 
lash, *' an important Victor to reckon with in the 
economy of this country." 

" For our sins," supplemented de KoratofF, more 
sinister and threatening than before. "You can't 
of course, know them half as well as I do, my dear 
Volkmann, but you may believe me when I say that 
there is not a trick or device which the Evil One has 
not taught them for our undoing. Their methods 
are an insidious magnetism making the wealth of 
the country gravitate towards them, turning our 
well-to-do into b^gars, and our beggars into beasts 
quarrelling with swine for the garbage of the wayside. 
And now let them beware of the monsters which 
they themselves have created 1 " 

The Prefect had listened, squirming ynth dis- 
comfort, until the consistent calm of Volkmann's 
demeanour assured him effectively that he need fear 
no unpleasant consequences to de KoratoiFs out- 
break. 

**Well, my dear de Koratoff," he interposed. 
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soothingty, "if you ask me, I cert^iily have not 
observed any signs of su[>erabundant wealth among 
the Jews in this neighbourhood." 

"You must blame your own short-sightedness 
for tha^ Perfect," replied de KoratofF. " I tell you, 
they are sly as foxes and secret as moles." 

*'Is it not a fact, your Excellency, that there 
were anti- Jewish disturbances here last winter ? " 
Volkmann asked, in a casual sort of way. 

De KoratofF shot him a piercing look. 

*' What makes you say that ? " he asked in turn. 

*' Oh, I heard a chance reference to it — from one 
of the shopkeepers in the town." 

** Which shopkeeper ? " de KoratofT inquired 
quickly. 

*' I am afraid I don't recollect, your Excellency. 
No doubt the matter was grossly exaggerated," 
suggested Volkmann, darting a swift side-glance at 
de KoratofF. 

** The whole thing turned out a flash in the pan. 
The Jews ran one way, j(nd the mujiks another." 

** The rioters ran ? " asked Volkmann. 

*' There seems to have been some misunderstand- 
ing. The military appeared on the scene too soon, 
and some blockhead of a subaltern, anxious to show 
his authority, I suppose, stopped the proceedings." 

" How unfortunate ! " said Volkmann. " And 
now, if your Excellency will be so good as to inform 
me — but perhaps your Excellency may deem the 
question impertinent." 

"Oh, by no means, my dear Volkmann — ask 
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away," said de Koratoff, evidently delighted with the 
intelligent interest Volkmiinn was displaying. 

*' I only want to km t- what steps your Excellency 
wishes to take, wiui regard to the forthcoming 
movement" 

" I shall make it my business to see that this 
time there is no misunderstanding," replied de 
Koratoff, significantly. " The garrison on the other 
side of the river will have more explicit instructions, 
and the mujiks shall know that there will be no 
officious schoolboys to interfere." 

** Your Excellency, in fact, will see that the 

military and the mob should play into each other's 

hands," said Volkmann, "or even co-operate openly." 

"Quite so. It will depend on circumstances," 

said de Koratoff. 

The Prefect had listened fi'owning, and eyeing 
Volkmann with undisguised astonishment. 

" Is it really necessary, de Koratoff? Is there 
no other way ? " he asked at last 

*' None that I can see, Prefect," was the instant 
reply. 

"Let me persuade you to think again, de 
Koratoff. I am quite sure that the chief reason why 
you have taken us into your confidence is to give 
some one the chance of working upon your better 
judgment" 

" That's not a very good guess, my dear Prefect," 
laughed de Koratoff. " But I am coming to it now. 
The reason why I have informed you of what is about 
to happen is to make you a party to my scheme." 
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" God forbid ! " exckimed the Prefect, fervently. 

De KoratofF bit his lip, but otherwise gave no 
token of the chagrin he felt 

"You misunderstand me, my dear friend," he 
said smoothly. "I am not asking you for your 
active co-operation in any shape. The arrangements 
must naturally remain in my hands. Nor could I 
suggest your sharing with me the responsibility of 
the incident. That would be absurd. But I think, 
Sergei, I have sufficient clium on you by wtue of 
our friendship to bespeak your assistance should 
occasion arise. The af^ will probably make a 
noise. These Jews yell like fiiry if you merely 
set a toy-terrier at them. A commission may be 
appointed to sit on it, and I may get rather heckled. 
But I shall not be afraid of anything if I have your 
moral support." 

" Moral support ! " the Prefect could not hdp 
echoing, moved by the obvious irony of the phrase. 

"Well, your verbal corroboration, Sergei," 
conceded de KoratofF, with a sickly smile. '* You 
happened to be staying with me at the time of the 
incident — that's as good a word for it as any, isn't 
it ? You were staying with me tiiree or four weeks 
previous to it, and that had given you time, you and 
your able secretary here, to make a very close study 
of the conditions of the district. You found an 
intolerable state of things produced by the rapacity 
and ne&rious dealings of the local Jews. You 
personally came across some shocking instances of 
their extortionateness and their sharp practices agsunst 
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the surrounding mujiks. The ikts and figures will 
be furnished to you in detail by-and-by. In your 
opinion there could be no other outcome than this 
act of reprisal. Do you follow me, my dear Sergei?" 

It was, however, Volkmann who answered. 

" His Excellency, the Prefect, is to state this in 
evidence, while you would pay me the compliment 
of asking me to confirm it ? " 

" Perfectly, perfectly, my dear Volkmann," sdd 
the Governor, his face lighting up at the other's 
ready comprehension, which seemed to carry with it 
approval. " In your own case, however, I shall not, 
as I hinted before, be satisfied with your being 
merely a secondary witness. I would request you 
to put yourself to the trouble — which you may rest 
assured I should appreciate at its fullest value — of 
drawing up an independent report, marked by all 
the ability and luminousness, his praises of which 
the Prefect is never weary of dinning into my ears." 

" I don't know to which of your two Excellencies 
I am to address my thanks first," said Volkmann, 
his voice taking to itself a momentary tinge of 
warmth. Then it became cold and practical once 
more as he continued, turning a fiill front to the 
Governor. "Why did your Excellency not think 
some such precautions as these necessary on the last 
occasion ? " 

**A Intimate question, Volkmann," de Kora- 
toflT replied readily. " On the last occasion, even if 
there had been an inquiry, nothing could possibly 
have been brought home to me. This time I am 
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lapng myself open to certain risks. The leaders of 
the mob, for instance, will have to be told they are 
going to be allowed a free hand." 

" Which, your Excellency, in other words, means 
—bloodshed," came quietly from Volkmann. 

De Konttoif shrugged his shoulders. 

" Suppose it does, my dear Volkmann ? One 
can't make omelettes without breaking ^gs. Well, 
Prefect," he continued, turning abruptly to the 
latter, " what have you to tell me ? " 

The Prefect collected himself with a start. He 
had been listening to de KoratoflTs laboured explana- 
tions with but half an ear. He was mainly occupied 
in controlling his ever-growing astonishment at the 
attitude Volkmann had taken up towards de KoratoflTs 
proposals. His answer came slowly. 

" I tell you I am still of opinion that your method 
is too drastic, not to say ill-advised. The remedy 
might be worse than the disease — for you. Never- 
thdess, should I be called upon, I dare say you will 
not find me lacking in esprit de corps" 

"There's a good man," cried de Koratoff, joyously, 
** Your assurance, Sergei, was all that I really needed. 
I can go ahead now. Don't forget — in the bowling- 
alley, at eleven o'clock." 

Volkmann had also risen to accompany him to 
the door. 

« The Prefect still seems a little difficult," whis- 
pered de Koratoff. But I can leave him to you, 
Volkmann, can't I ? " 

" Yes, your Excellency, leave him to me." 
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" I must confess, Volkmann, I simply don't know 
what to think of your behaviour^" sud the Prefect, 
bluntly, as Volkmann re-seated himself at the table. 
** Were you really serious in encouraging de KoratofF 
in this terrible project of his ? " 

Volkmann 's head sank low on his chest. All the 
sprightliness and alertness of a few moments ago had 
gone from his manner. He looked what he felt — 
broken and spent. 

" What else could I do, your Excellency ? " he 
s^d wearily. " It was my only chance of drawing 
him out. I wanted to know exactly how far he 
was prepared to go." 

** And you succeeded only too well," commented 
the Prefect. 

Volkmann nodded a silent assent. 

" This puts you in a great predicament," continued 
the Prefect, glancing keenly at him from under his 
eyebrows. 

Volkmann sat up, with a determined eflbrt to 
pull himself together. 

** It does ; but not a greater one than I should 
have been prepared for, your Excellency," he replied 
bitterly. 

" I don't quite see thal^ Volkmann. How could 
you possibly have foretold that de KoratofF would 
just choose the period of our stay to put his plan into 
execution ? " 

"I could answer your Excellency," said Volk- 
mann, *• but it would mean opening a large question, 
and your Excellency's time is too Suable." 
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He reached out for his penholder ; but the 
Prefect stayed him by placing a peremptory hand 
, on his arm. 

*' I think I have also shown an occasional interest 
in large questions, Volkmann," he said half reproach- 
folly. 

" I mean, your Excellency, that this one is almost 
beyond the range of human disposition. I touch but 
the veriest fringe of it when I say that all through 
the history of my race one can trace an ironic spirit 
of retribution which has overtaken those who have 
wilfully cut themselves adrift from the body corporate. 
It was foolish of me to expect that I should remain 
exempt. Pray do not misunderstand m^ your 
Excellency. I owe you nothing but gratitude for 
your kindness and good intentions. But in proof 
of this ironic spirit I will confess to your Excellency 
that I originally accepted my present post because I 
one day hoped to be placed in a predicament such as 
this. But I had also hoped to be able to grapple 
with it. This is altogether beyond me." 

" You can warn them," siud the Prefect, thought- 
folly. 

" What use would that be ? They were warned 
last time. It will only put them on the rack, but it 
will not stave oiF disaster. In the best of cases, what 
chance have they got ? The better they are prepared, 
the harder it will go with them." 

" Then what will you do ? " 

" Carry out M. de Koratoft's parting injunction 
to me." 
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" And that was ? " 

"Tottyand make your Excellency less difficult." 

**you are unstrung, my dear Volkniann," said 
the Prefect, sympathetically. "We will leave our 
correspondence for another time. Go and give your 
nerves a rest." 

"Thank you, your Excellency," replied Volk- 
mann, as he got up from the table and, with a 
mechanical salut^ left the room. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

It was only in the solitude of his own room that the 
full horror of the situation he had so unexpectedly 
been called upon to handle broke in on VolkmanB's 
mind. Whilst in dc KoratoflPs presence he had had 
to exercise every fibre of his mental and bodily 
strength to give no hint of the real object of his 
simulated interest in the Governor's confidences. 
And later on the Prefect's undisguised sympathy had 
filled him for a few moments with a delusive sense of 
not standing utterly alone. But apart irom that the 
Prefect had offered him no help — what help, indeed, 
had he to offer ? De Koratoff was perfectly free, 
within his own limits, to do as he pleased ; and the 
Prefect, having failed in his purely personal inter- 
cession, could not do otherwise than to treat the 
rebuif to his powers of persuasion with diplomatic 
indifference. A feeling of terrifying loneliness came 
over Volkmann at the thought. He clapped his 
hands to his eyes, as though to shut out the impasse^ 
the vista of blank impossibility which opened out 
before him. 

The sole idea that was quite clear to him consisted 
in the fact that the solution of the two tremendous 
problems that faced him now, the achieving of his 
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revenge and the saving of his co-religionists, was 
centred in one and the same person — in Alma de 
KoratofF. Beyond that his thoughts fluctuated wildly. 
He could not even say whether this coincidence 
halved or doubled his aching perplexity. Yes, he 
could not get away from it however he tried, the 
two distinct and separate issues were so paradoxically 
inter-connected that the one must neutralize the 
other. If he would avail himself of the one possible 
contingency by which he might ward off the impend- 
ing horror, he must make up his mind to sacrifice all 
hope of his revenge — nay, he must even go so fiir 
as to hold out the hand of fellowship to the man who 
had twice forgotten his humanity. Volkmann set his 
teeth at the thought that all the minute machination, 
all the elaborate duplicity, which had made these last 
few weeks to him a long stretch of mental tight-rope 
walk, were to go for nothing in the face of this 
undreamt-for development. Ah, Nyman had been 
right His sledge-hammer way would have been 
the best. He himself seemed likely to fail because 
he had demanded too much. He had refused to let 
de KoratofF die so that he might bask, as though it 
were in sunshine, in the knowledge of the other's 
long-drawn agony. He had let him live, and oh I 
— was it not too ludicrous for words ? — it was the 
offender's threatened repetition of the offence that 
was to save him from punishment ! 

To offer de KoratofF the hand of fellowship 
because circumstances compelled him to give up his 
revenge — yes, that was Ae situation. He gave 
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himself an angry shake, as though to lift himself out 
of the &lse track in which his thoughts were running. 
Could he not at least be honest to himself? Had 
his campugn of deceit — had this wolf-in-the-sheep- 
skin policy of his, this ignoble hypocrisy, so warped 
his mind as to have lost him the capadty for teUog 
himself the truth i No, it was quite untrue that the 
danger which since that morning hung over hts people 
had caused him to renounce his revenge— he harped 
on the word with the savage insistence of the self- 
flagellant eager to draw more blood with every sweep 
of his whip. Oh, that glorious revenge of his, in 
the formulation of which he had taken so much pride, 
and which he had not had the courage to put into 
words even to himself 1 Not that that had saved 
him from having to give ear to and gauge all the 
vocalized foulness of it Oh, it had sounded terrible 
as she voiced it that day in that dream-ptcture of hers 
which she had challenged him to interpret for her. 
And, terrible as a dream, what would it have been 
in its reality ? It was impossible that he had ever 
fethered it — ever countenanced it — this ugly phantom 
which had stolen into his brain under cover of the 
night, and had slunk away, futile and ashamed, at the 
approach of dawn. 

He turned from the window, through which he 
had been gazing at the great garden below, dazzling 
almost in its harmonized blaze of floral colouring, 
and, with a quick spasmodic movement that spoke 
of die overcoming of some secret disinclination, he 
crossed over to the portable escritoire which he had 
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brought with him as part of his travelling equip- 
ment Unlocking it he drew out several neatly 
folded notes, &om which he selected one. It was 
the one he had found under the door as he entered 
his room last night. 

" A postscript to this morning," said the note. 
" Karol asked me this afternoon to give him a 
definite answer, whether I wo.uld many him or not. 
I merely mention the &ct to indicate that he is still 
honouring me with his attention, and that conse- 
quently there is still every necessity for caution." 

There was nothing in the words which, on the 
sur&ce of them, warranted him in giving them this 
careful reperusal. The baldness of style, the lack 
of heading and signature, gave them a dry, diary- 
like tone. The personal and more intimate in- 
formation they conveyed counted for nothing, 
seeing that it merely referred to the staple point to 
which, as they were both aware, this correspondence 
owed its origin. But to Volkmann the little note 
pulsated with meaning. It proved to him that the 
thought for his safety and well-being was an ever- 
present one to her. It accentuated their possession 
of a common secret. He had been half afraid that 
the incongruity of their arrangement would strike 
her, and that, while giving it a literal adherence, she 
would ignore the moral drift of it. She reiterated 
that, but for Karol's unscrupulous jealousy, she 
would not — make Volkmann her diary. 

He locked the note away with the rest, and took 
to pacing the room with great uneven steps. But . 
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there was one thing which he could neither walk out 
of himself nor shut away under lock and key, the 
question whether Karol's egregious lie — as he had 
called it — was altogether a lie. It would be quite in 
accord with the ironic spirit of retribution of which 
he had spoken to the Prefect. His &ilure to sare 
his people would but find a fitting counterpart in the 
Allure of his revenge. His plan to make her love 
him slavishly, abjectly, would be appropriately capped 
by her winning his heart— a case of the arrow slaying 
its archer. And then he came to a sudden halt and 
mutely clasped his hands, staring before him with a 
glance outwardly blunt and blind but all the more 
keenly edged with inward vision. 

And he saw that slowly but surely he had been 
getting to love Alma de KoratofF, the daughter of 
the man who had slain his parents. He had 
watched her develop from the gay, irresponsible 
butterfly, who had fluttered giddily about the 
baroness' drawing-room that afternoon when he 
had first seen her, into a woman who took pains 
to read the message of life aright, who would try 
to do her duty despite all her temptations to the 
contrary. It was in those days when she first took 
to holding herself aloof that he had really begun 
to know her. Standing at a great distance from 
her, and with far rarer occasions for watching, he 
had seen many an indication of her beautiful nature, 
many a proof of the depth and loftiness of her inner 
life which might have remained obscured to him 
were not his observation intensified by the very 
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rarity of these glimpses. And hers was to have 
been the hand which was to have struck the 
deadly blow at de KoratofTs heart, he — Volk- 
mann shuddered — he had come near to making gf 
her a parricide when her place should be high among 
the saints. ... 

He pulled himself up short with a gasp, like a 
man who, coming dry and parched to a well, realizes 
that he has drunk beyond his thirst. Volkmann 
felt the need of moderation, of critical temperate- 
ness. There was no wisdom in these extremes. 
Having started with a bottomless contempt for her, 
with an immeasurable sense of self-justification, he 
was now launching himself into hyperbolic praise, 
extravagant remorse. He must guard against this 
sudden revulsion of feelings, and not let himself get 
caught in the rebound. Childish as had been his 
first outburst of unreasoning resentment against her, 
more childish still would it be to yield to this hot 
impulse to make her reparation at all costs. To 
compensate her for the treason he had planned, he 
must take on himself the shame of a gross disloyalty 
to his dead parents and his living friend. Did she 
deserve it ? Perhaps she had been paying him back 
all this time in his own coin. Perhaps she, too, had 
known how to deceive him. She belonged to a 
class to whom chicanery and double-dealing were 
the very breath of life. After all, the data which 
had made him go back on his original impression 
were of the flimsiest. What did they amount to ? 
A humanitarian sentiment or two, a little idealism 
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which might or might not be counterfeit, a few 
copy-book maxims, and a show of commonplace 
self-righteousness ; these were not enough to 
stultify the great purpose to which he had, vain- 
gloriously perhaps, assigned the place of precedence 
in his life. He was prepared to love her, but she 
must give him proof, positive and clear as day, that 
she was worthy of being loved. He would think of 
some test for her ; he would puzzle at it by day and 
by night till he had found it No, it would not be 
an easy tesL Nyman, waiting patiendy down by 
the river, his parents waiting patiently — ah, a great 
deal more patiently — down in the Everlasting 
House, should not say that he had handicapped 
them unduly in the race. 

He turned with a start — his nerves were indeed 
utlstrung — as a slight rusding soimd came to his 
ears. He was just in time to see one of those 
neady folded notes — he knew them well by now — 
being thrust through the interstice between door 
and floor, and to catch the echo of a light footstep 
hurrying away outside. He sprang forward and 
snatched up the missive. A glance showed him 
that it vms not penned with her usual copper-plate 
regularity. Its purport, too, showed clearly that 
she was labouring under some great mental stress. 

" I have just seen you go to your room. I 
should like to speak to you at once. Am waiting 
in the garden-house." 

He allowed her a few minutes' start, and came 
upon her seated in the appointed meeting-place and 
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bending over a piece of embroideiy. But her 
heightened colour and the restless brilliancy of her 
eyes, as she lifted them expectantly at his approach, 
were evidendjr not the result of pure enthusiasm for 
her work. 

" Thank you for coming so prompdy," she said, 
rising. And then, without giving him time for a 
possible commonplace in reply, she continued : " I 
hope you won't think me troublesome, Mr. Volk- 
mann, but I should like you to do me a service 
Will you ? " 

'* Of course, — if it is in my power." 

'* I am almost sure it is. It concerns a financial 
transaction. I suppose you know how to deal with 
Stocks and shares and things of that sort ? " 

He looked at her in surprise as he asked — 

" Do you wish me to make any investments for 
you ? " 

"I don't quite understand what that means," 
she replied, " but I don't think it's that I want you 
to do. Let me tell you. The fact is that I have 
need of money, as much money as I can get — 
thousands of roubles. Now, I haven't a copeck of 
my own, but I have a paper which my grandmother 
left me in her will, and which is supposed to be 
worth ever so much." 

"And which you now want me to realize for 
you." 

" Yes, I suppose that's what you call it Look, 
here it is. I have brought it with me. Send it to 
the bank, and ask them to let me have the money 
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for it as soon as ever they can. Yes, here we 
are." 

She drew it out, after some little fumbling in her 
work-basket, and held it out to him. He took the 
paper, but retained it in his hand without unfolding 
it. He felt as though he were slowly petrifying. For 
the nonce he had become incapable of the simplest 
mechanical action. This was too wonderful. Only 
a few minutes ago he had clamoured for a proof 
that she was worthy of being loved, had whipped 
himself into a fi-enzied determination to ransack 
earth and heaven for a suffidentiy strenuous tes^ 
and here she had proffered it to him of her own 
acxord, test and triumph all in one. Visible, 
palpable, he held it in his hands. His arm fell 
limply to his side. 

She had seen the change in his manner, and drew 
back from him in open alarm. 

"Oh, what is it — have I done anything wrong?" 
she cried. 

"No, nothing wrong that I know of," he 
replied slowly, feeling that his voice needed careful 
balancing. " But you will pardon me if I say that, 
as your agent in this matter, I am entitled to know 
the use to which you wish to put this money." 

" And you will pardon me, Mr. Volkmann, if I 
prefer to keep it a secret — at least, for the present," 
she rejoined, with spirit, reminding him of their 
earlier fencing-bouts. "All I am inclined to tell 
you is that there is nothing in it of which you or I 
need be ashamed." 
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" I am perfectly sure of that, because, whether 
you wish it or not, I happen to know the object for 
which you require the money." 

" Do you ? " she asked, provocatively incredulous. 

" Yes. It is intended for the unfortunate peasants 
who yesterday came to your father for help." 

*'Oh 1 " she exclaimed, with genuine disappoint- 
ment. 

" But I am right — am I not ? " he insisted. 

Her disappointment gave way to a sudden 
wonder. Had she no inkling diat it was she 
herself who had put that ring of exultation into his 
voice, that transfigured look into his eyes i She 
shook her head in token of her perplexity, and then 
drew herself erect. 

** Yes, Mr. Volkmann, it is as you say. But I 
don't want anybody else to know, till the whole 
thing is done."' 

*' Our second secret." 

The words slipped from him unawares. She 
ignored them but for the flush that sprang to her 
cheeks. 

*'You se^ they might put difficulties in my 
vay," she went on rapidly ; " they might call me 
quixotic and extravagant But I don't see why they 
should. The money is mine, absolutely mine. It 
is supposed to be my dowry, should any one be so 
foolish as to marry me," she added, the flush coming 
back. **Oh, but if I had millions I should give 
them, sooner than have the ^ices of those miserable 
creatures to haunt me. All day yesterday I went 
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about puzzling and [londering, and this morning I 
started again, and then, just about half an hour ago, 
it suddenly came to me. I thought of this paper> 
and I thought of you as the only one likely to help 
me through with it without discouraging me. Of 
course, papa will do his best for them, but he does 
not seem very sanguine about it ; and, in any case, 
with the correspondence to and fro, it would probably 
come too late, even if they do send anything from 
St. Petersburg. And, be^des, they need not take 
it as a gift. They can pay it back to me when 
things go better with them." 

Volkmann held his breath lest he should cry 
aloud. For a brief while, shutting oiF the joyless 
desert of the past behind him, and in front of him 
the perhaps still more arid desert of the fiitur^ he 
would luxuriate in this bright little oasis of the 
moment, feed on its ambrosia and drink its nectar. 
For a brief while he would oust from his mind all 
the dark associations that should citng to her, all the 
bitter memories she should awaken in him, the 
ignominious vanity of his ambush against her, 
Nyman, his parents, the oath which held him in 
bondage — he would shake himself free of everything, 
for he had found a perfect woman, and such a one 
justified any living man in lifting himself beyond 
his mortal obligadons. For a brief while he would 
revel in the empyrean, and then let whatever power 
there was dash him to earth again. 

She grew uneasy at his silence. 

*< Do you also disapprove ? " she asked timidly. 
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" I — I don't know what to say," he prevaricated, 
merely to gain more time for putting in order all he 
had to say. 

" I ought not to have bothered you," she cried 
impulsively, utteriy mistaking his hesitation. "I 
had an idea that as you hurried past me before 
without seeing m^ you looked greatly troubled. 
Perhaps you yourself want help of some sort — oh, 
won't you tell me ? " 

" You have helped already," he replied, dwelling 
deliberately on each word. 

Her eyes flashed brighdy, perhaps with a 
suspicion of moisture in them. 

" Now you are mocking me ! " she exclaimed 
hotly. " Please give me back that paper. I shall 
see to it myself." 

With a quiet smile he moved out of her reach. 
Yes, that paper, that epoch-making document — he 
had not even paid it the courtesy of looking at it. 
He must make good that omission at once. Was it 
not the text on which he would build all he was 
going to say ? Slowly he unfolded it — threw a 
cursory glance over it Then he looked again ; 
the look became a fixed stare. Then, finally; his 
eyes remained glued upon it. 

" Is there anything wrong with it ? " she asked, 
noting his strange manner. 

*' When did you see this paper last ? " he counter- 
questioned her brusquely. 

" I have never really seen it properly," she 
answer^ obediendy. **It has been lying in my 
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casket for years, together urith my other few valuables. 

I have never even troubled to read it through." 

Volkmann batded down his anger. What could 
strangers expect from this man who did not scruple 
to rob even his own child ? The document he held 
was no share certificate, but an intimation of thdr 
sale in the market from a Moscow broker. Whether 
by accident or design, the arrangement of words and 
figures probably resembled the original, and the thief 
had repkced it in the casket, trusting to the similarity 
of its appearance to deceive its unsophisticated owner. 
It seemed he need not even have gone to that small 
precaution. The truth trusts every one. Or, 
perhaps, by some qu^nt perversion of thought; 
that was how de Koratoff had meant to salve his 
warped conscience. It was not worth while dis- 
cussing what it was he had meant. Volkmann 
looked up and met her gaze. 

" Mr. Volkmann, why this mystery ? '* she said, 
half pleading, half angry. " Let me know the truth 
at once." 

*' Well, then, I have to tell you " 

Then he stopped short. No, he was going to 
do a foolish thing. She should not know it from 
him — she should not remember that it was from 
him that she had received the first hint of her 
father's unworthiness. 

« I am afraid your magnanimous deed will have 
to confine itself to the mere will." 

" Why ? " she asked harshly. 

** Because these shares are worthless. Th^ 
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would not fetch a hundred copecks. The7 refer to a 
platinum mine in the Urals which for years has been 
as exhausted as a dead volcano." 

*' Ah, that is why papa has left oiF teasing me 
about bang an heiress," she said, as though to her- 
self " But| oh, Mr. Volkmann, are you quite sure 
about it ? " 

*' Unfortunately, I am only too sure. It is only 
a little while ago that I had to embody the statement 
in a departmental report I was asked to draw up." 

Her disappointment was pitifiil. It stirred him 
infinitely more than he had been stirred by the 
gladness and goodwill of her giving. It made him 
forget that he was back once more on the horns of 
his dilemma, the confrontation with de KoratofTs 
murderous designs which had seemed on the point 
of receiving so sudden and so miraculous a diversion. 
He thought only of the perfect woman he had 
found. 

*' I don't care a jot for myself," she murmured, 
** but the thought of that old man of seventy-three 
panting behind the plough along the furrows. . . . 
Oh, Mr. Volkmann, I do feel so small and ridiculous. 
All those high<flying plans of mine fluttering to the 
ground like pricked bladders — I trying to play Lady 
Bountifid on an empty purse— oh, please do laugh 
at me I " 

*' Laugh at you I " he cried passionately, the iron 
bonds of his control breaking with a sudden snap. 
"Since when have I given you the impression of 
bdng a man to make a laughing-stock of the 
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sanctities of life, to jeer at the rare touches of soft- 
ness and sweetness one comes across in this hard, 
bitter world ? I would weep with jrou, openly, with 
every rascal on earth looking on and gibing at me, 
if that would right a thousandth part of the wrong. 
What would I care, as long as you understood me^ 
as long as you knew that it is not unmanliness in a 
man to be frank in his grief, there where he is strong 
and fiank enough to admit his &tliire. Alma *' — he 
saw her flush and tremble, and he knew it was 
because this was the first time he had called her by 
that name — *' this seems a day of feilures. We boA 
have tinkered with helpless hands at this one and 
the same thing. I myself have another failure, one 
you shall never know of, to my credit. And yet, 
boldly, presumptuously, I wish to compensate myself 
for my failures with the greatest possible of all my 
successes. The greatest possible," he iterated, ** you 
— Alma I " 

" 1 — I did not give you the right to say that to 
me," she faltered, catching blindly at the first words 
that of^ed. 

" No, I took it. If you had given it, it would 
no longer have been a right but a concession. And 
I know. Alma, that I have a right to ask you for 
yourself. You owe yourself to me. Don't ask 
me what I mean. But it is fitting that at the hands 
of one who robbed me and made me poor, I should 
recave the greatest treasure it is in his power to 
give." 

" Oh, what are you saying i " she broke in on him. 
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trembling. " I am not to ask you what you mean, 
and yet there is a world of hidden significance in 
your words ; you leave me to a hundred wild 
surmises — no, not to a hundred but, what is worse, 
to only one. Oh, you are making me afiaid — 
afraid 1 " 

"That is as it should be, Alma," he replied, 
pitching his passion to a lower yet more ardent key, 
" that is as it should be. Love is the greatest fear 
of all. It is the dread, the shrinking cowardice lest 
the loved one should not be something more than 
human, should fall short of the consummate ex- 
cellence which is God's alone. You began by fearing 
me, and that, I know now, was the beginning of 
your love. Oh, Alma, it was love, it is love, is it 
not ? " 

** It is, Boris," she answered simply, frankly. 

The paradisiac morning grew roseate with a 
second dawn. The great garden breathed forth a 
myriad new ecstasies. They stood looking at one 
another, waiting for some vague initiative, two 
pillars of palpitating stone preparing themselves for 
their second and final birth into life. All they still 
needed was a silent sign, a dumb mutual call to 
achieve their outward oneness as they had achieved 
their inward fusion. Slowly Volkmann lifted both 
his hands towards her, slowly she lifted hers to meet 
them in response. But just then, upon the very 
point of their tingling touch, a nerve-shattering 
dissonance crashed on their ears. A raucous yelp 
rang ou^ and the next instant a huge bloodhound, a 
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magnificent specimen of its kind, came bounding 
into view. 

"Oh, it's Krax," said Alma, with a pout of 
disappointment at the anti-cUmax. 

The splendid animal came to a dead hal^ and 
then, fiiwning and hoarsely whimpering with joy, 
ambled with a luxurious leisureliness towards his 
young mistress. On the threshold of the summer- 
house he lay down with a snort of contend wagging 
an obedient tail. 

" He is not the real intruder," Alma continued, 
turning to Volkmann with a smile and a deep breath 
that might have been a sigh. 

He nodded. He was quite aware that the 
herculean hound was never left to range at large by 
himself. With a look of mute understanding 
between them she settied herself in one of the 
mckerwork chairs, while Volkmann posed with 
negligently folded arms agjunst the doorway. They 
had silently agreed to this simple bit of stage- 
managing for the bene6t of the real intruder. 

A moment later Karol appeared round the bend 
of the hedge-skirted pathway. The laugh, with 
which he covered the remaning distance to the 
simimer-house, sounded almost genuine. 

" Oho, that's what you've been dra^ng me this 
way for, you knowing beggar," he addressed the 
complacent Krax. Then, taking a long, quick 
stride, he entered and flung himself into a seat with 
"a deliberation which showed that he had no intention 
of being dislodged from it very speedily. 
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" Now that's what I call cosjr, Cousin Alma," he 
said more soberly. " But then you always were a 
good sort, Cousin Ainu, always ready to share the 
good things of life with some one else. Do you 
think your good nature could divide itself into 
three?" 

" You are welcome to your share of the garden- 
house, if that is what you mean," she replied, look- 
ing straight at him ; " in fact, you are welcome to 
the whole of it, unless Mr. Volkmann mshes to keep 
you company. I am going back into the house." 

*' Then I'm with you, Cousin Alma," he said, 
springing up instantly, as though nothing in the 
world could ruffle him. "By the way, though, 
Cousin Alma"— and he pointed carelessly to her 
embroidery which lay disregarded on the table— 
" while you were discussing metaphysics — or what f 
— with our friend Yolkmann, haven't you been rather 
forgetful of poor old Saint Anastasius ? At this rate 
he won't get his coat done for years, and he'll have 
to shiver through another winter in that disgraceful 
patched-up old cassock of his. Although, speaking 
of shivering, it doesn't seem such an unpleasant 
thing after all," he laughed, with a copious mopping 
of his forehead. " Let's see, Volkmann, who's your 
patron saint ? If you ask Cousin Alma nicely, you 
would perhaps get her to work a coat for him as 
weU." 

Volkmann brushed aside his insolence and clumsy 
sarcasms. He was handling heroic issues which he 
must not desecrate by association with this reptile's 
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pettinesses. Karol's hectic g^e^, his ill-concealed 
jealousy and malevolence played but a small part in 
Volkmann's great scheme of co-ordinating the benign 
and adverse influences that were respectively his 
assets and liabilities. And yet, now that every, even 
the smallest, manifestation was becoming of moment, 
he could not help observing — and he fancied that 
Alma did the same — a vague secondary feeling that 
permeated Karol's behaviour. He seemed possessed 
of a latent disquietude and distraction of manner. 
He plunged into desultory talk which did not wait 
for replies, or ignored them when they came, and 
converted the conversation most of the way back 
into a disjointed monologue for him. Every now 
and then his hands made spasmodic movements 
towards his pockets, and his eyes ran with shifting, 
but keen, scrutiny along the ground they traversed. 
Once he stooped to pick up a scrap of paper, but 
only to toss it away again with a gesture of annoy- 
ance. And all the while his tongue was running 
loose. 

Alma herself was pleased and grateful that Karol 
for once did not seek to make a definite claim on 
her interest. She was busy enough with her own 
thoughts. They made pleasant music to her as she 
walked, and the gravelled footway flowered into 
roses at every step. She had scarcely even noticed 
that a dark slur had fallen across the sacramental 
hour of their love's apocalypse, and that the slur 
might lend itself to a sinister significance. She 
would have seen no shadows in the deepest night 
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The great revelation had swept away with avalanche- 
like force all doubts and all misgivings^ had effaced 
all anxious retrospect and the manifold solicitudes of 
the past If anything, they were to her, taking her 
deduction from Volkmann's aphorism, a source of 
infinite joy ; she was glad she had feared him so 
greatly, or else her love would perhaps not have 
grown so strong. 

When they had come to the bottom of the 
verandah staircase, she had recovered something of 
her workaday mood. Ready and self-possessed, she 
detached herself from her companions, giving Knuc 
a parting pat and dividing a smiling nod impartially 
between tiie two men. Karol wabjied her mount 
the winding iron stairs with the blank air of one 
who has seen great events taking shape before his 
very eyes and did not know it till too late. 

" A disagreeable thing has happened to me," he 
said, tiu-ning to Volkmann with an abrupt change 
fi^jm his former manner. 

" I'm sorry. What is i^ Cousin Karol ? " Volk- 
mann asked absendy. 

" I'm not your Cousin Karol — ye^" snarled the 
other, putting a vicious stress on the final mono- 
syllable. 

" I b^ your pardon," said Volkmann, suddenly 
alert " I have heard you called that so ofren that 

unconsciously I address my question to Captun 

Larmorin." 

" Oho, you needn't take a follow up so sharply ; 
you know I didn't mean anything," sud Karo^ 
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convinced that Volkmann knew quite well what he 
had meant. " I'm a little put out this morning. 
You don't happen to have noticed a letter with a 
French postmark knocking about anywhere ? " 

" Not that I remember," said Volkmann. 

" Well, that's the letter I have lost. I shouldn't 
like anybody to read it That's what I brought 
Krax out with me for," he expluned, nodding 
sapiently to give additional point to the explanation. 

•* Yes, quite so," remarked Volkmann. 

** Now, if that wasn't a clever idea, I should like 
to know what is," continued Karol> swelling visibly 
with self-complacence. "You see, the letter had 
been in my [locket for a couple of days, and I know 
the wonderful things these beasts can do with their 
nose. So I made him smell my jacket showed him 
an envelope, and ofF we went. What an idea, though, 
eh, man F I wonder what the regiment will say to 
it when they hear. D'you know, Volkmann, the 
colonel is always telling me I'm too good for the 
line. He says I ought to go on the staff. I'd 
make my mark in the Intelligence Department in 
no time." 

" I have no doubt of that," said Volkmann, 
dryly. 

" But fency my coming on the two of you right 
down there in the summer-house. I suppose it 
wouldn't be discreet to ask what you had to tell each 
other so particularly, eh ? " 

" It would be most indiscreet — unless I had your 
cousin's permission to tell you." 
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" I thought so. Thank God> I'm not inquisi- 
tive. By the vay, has that Jewish seamstress said 
anything to you ? " 

" Nothing of importance." 

" I mean, she hasn't been setting her cap at you, 
in a sort of way, eh ? " 

*' I haven't noticed it." 

" You haven't ? A grand girl, VollEmann, ah, 
a grand girl. Just have a proper look at her next 
time. Well, I'm afraid I'm not very good company 
at present. I must do something to relieve my 
feelings. I'll put Krax back into his kennel, and 
then go down to the village and kick the first Jew I 
meet into the middle of next week." 

Karol's last words seared Volkmann's bnun like 
a tongue of flame. He was awake once more, stung 
out of the trance of ialse security in which he had 
been lapped by the opiate of his love. Love — but 
what about the stern work that was waiting to be 
done ? Yes, he had come crashing to the ground 
much sooner and much harder than he had expected. 
He had forgotten that the) Karols were getting 
ready to hound the yapping wolves on to their tdl 
too easy prey. And what about himself P Was he 
not worse, he the aaessory before the fact ? Some- 
thing must happen, something must be done. Where 
was Nyman all this time i Lolling among the reeds 
on the river-bank, feeding his philosophic cynicism 
on extracts from Horace. A wave of anger against 
his friend swept over him. Nyman must help. 
This was Nyman's business as much as his own. 
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Yes, most of i^ if not alL One portion he must 
retain all for himsel£ It was hoWi having found > 
perfect woman, he should set about to retain her. 
No, he must be reasonable— he could surely not 
expect NTman to su^;est a way for that. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

A NUMBER of litde happenings in the course of the 
day combined to prevent Volkmann from making 
his vizy down to the river till some time after the 
conclusion of the evening meal. The interval had 
done nothing to lessen the vehemence of his new- 
born resentment against Nyman. If anything it had 
increased its magnitude. It gave him an opportunity 
of reiterating to himself time after time dut it was 
Nyman who had forced him into this predicament. 
Had not Nyman admitted that he had his own axe 
to grind agunst de Koratoff, and that it was to gain 
a cat's paw that he had worked on Volkmann's 
feelings by letting him into the secret of his parents* 
miserable fate ? And he had come very near to 
succeeding. The insidious speciousness of his 
representations had almost betrayed Volkmann into 
committing a wrong that was for greater than the 
measure of retribution to which either human or 
Divine justice would consider him entitled. And all 
the while Nyman, the cunning instigator, no doubt 
sat rubbing his hands in gleeful anticipation, com- 
placendy confident that he was about to enjoy the 
ripe fruit which he had set another to toil for in the 
noonday heat. But he was mistaken. Nyman 
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should know that one man's knavery did not mean 
another man's folly. 

Volkmann had come to the bend of the road 
where the turbulent, leaden-hued expanse of the 
river leapt to his gaze. At the same time there 
struck upon his ears the sound of a reed-whisde^ 
thin and Iretfiil like the wail of a sick child. For a 
moment he thought it was some mujik shepherd 
who, having no more sheep to tend, was thus lulling 
himself back into make-believe memories of h^ 
vanished flock. But a few steps fiirther he dis- 
covered that the player was no other than Nyman. 
With a quick gulp in his throa^ Volkmann stood 
stilL In a flash his mental vision had travelled 
back through the endless centuries, and he saw 
himself, not here on the Dnieper, but on the banks 
of the immemorial Euphrates, where his captive 
ancestors had sat lamenting the shattered glories of 
their God's great citadel. And here the same scene 
was enacting itself, with Nyman as the mourniiil 
protagonist, a latter-day replica of a broken minstrel 
cliuming for himself the rightful legacy of his for- 
bears, the consolation of tears. Volkmann stood 
listening for a little while, but he could discover 
here no complacent glee, no eager vindictive antici- 
pation ; nothing but the echoes of a sorrow-dim 
retrospect, nothing but the dii^e of might-have- 
beens and of memories fraught with heartache. In 
an agony of remorse, he sprang forward and bent 
down to place both his hands on the other's 
shoulders. There was in the action the impulse of 
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an over-welltng afi^tton, but it also held, and in 
perhaps greater d^ee, the vague shamefeced 
suggestion of an improvised benediction. Ah, what 
right had he, the apostate, ta bless one of the 
People ? 

" Oh, it's you, is it ? " said Nyman, looking up 
unmoved. 

" I come late," was the reply. " I suppose you 
had given up hopes of me." 

*'No man ever comes too late for me," s^d 
Nyman, vaguely. 

" Still, you knew I would come. You had my 
word for it. I was to report progress." 

Negligently, Nyman turned his head. He did 
not seem to have grasped the other's meaning. 

" Well, what has happened ? " he asked. 

"Nothing, Nyman. I am sorry, but I have 
nothing to tell you," replied Volkmann. 

*' It doesn't matter. Take more time — I didn't 
stint you for time, Baruch, did I ? " 

Volkmann had sat down on a neighbouring 
knoll, and was staring stubbornly at the ground. 
The hot wave of indignation against Nyman, which 
had tossed him hither and thither aH day, had 
obliterated from his mind the fear of the avowal he 
had to make him. But the wave had subsided, and 
he realized, with a sudden shrinking, that here and 
now was the momentous hour when he must come 
to a reckoning with Nyman and acknowledge that 
he had fallen miserably short. The curious pliancy 
of Nyman 's mood was a strange element which only 
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made the sitiution m(M% formidable. But come 
what may» Nyman must know — so why not at 
once i Volkmann's voice and manner, in which he 
addressed the other man, was a queer blending of 
defiance and deference. 

*' There's no use in my taking more time for i^ 
Nyman. I have taken all the time I want. My 
plan has nuscarried." 

" Miscarried — ^why ? " 

" Because I love her," replied Volkmann, gaining 
firmness now that he had taken the plunge. 

" You love her — whom ? " 

" Alma, — dc Koratoff's daughter." 

« What, the pink-and-white thing ? " asked 
Nyman, with a tinge of contempt. 

*' Call her what you like. I love her." 

Nyman shook his head plaintively. 

" 1 see what it is, Baruch. I never talk to any 
one, and my brain is becoming clogged with all the 
things I want to say and can't find a listener for. 
You must talk to me plainly, as to a chQd." 

" I can't put it to you more plainly," 'said 
Volkmann, his breath coming hard. " I had a plan 
— I told you I had a plan. But it could only work 
on the condition that I hated her. Instead of which 
I have come to love her." 

Nyman's harsh guttural laugh broke the still 
air. 

"And a fine, statesmanlike plan it must have 
been which comes to wreck over the coquettings of 
a doU." 
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He saw Volkmann wince, and went on in seeming 
contrition — 

" No, fianidi, forget what I said. It was a 
foolish and cruel thing to say. One can't help 
falling in love, even if one knows that a whole worid 
of mischief will come of it — eh, Baruch } No, no, 
don't distress yourself about your plan. If it fiuled 
the feult is not yours. It Is mine— all mine. You 
couldn't have expected anything else. I was your 
partner in this business, and therefore it couldn't 
have gone right, not in a thousand years. I am 
accursed, and the curse of ^ure follows all those 
who associate with me. You have nothing to 
reproach yoursdf for. The &ilure is mine — let the 
chagrin of it be mine as well." 

"You are very good to me, Nyman," said 
Volkmann, hiunbly. 

Now that the danger was over, it came home 
to him, with the force of a blow, how great it had 
been. But it was over. Nyman was content, 
Nyman had acquiesced. He had not even insisted 
on the adoption of an dtemative plan. De KoratoflTs 
ordeal was past. And yet, Volkmann would have 
preferred if Nyman had not shown himself quite 
so uncannily tractable. 

" I mean what I say, Baruch," Nyman continued, 
fieixe and withal reassuring. ** Let the chagrin be 
all mine. I have plenty of room for it — you haven't 
You are too full of de Koratofi^s daughter. But 
I — my heart, I tell you, is the biggest in all the 
world My heart, I would have you know, is that 



T,Google 



240 THE FERRY OF FATl 

mde, great river there, and if you come across any 
one else who has suffered a set-back, a disappoint- 
ment, an unhealable hurt, tell them to come to me 
and make mc their repository. I have plenty of 
room and to spare for all." 

** Nyman," cried Volkmann, stepping close up to 
him, " you must not give way like this. I won't 
have it Things are not yet so bad that you should 
let yourself fell to pieces like a moth-eaten rag." 

"Falling to pieces, giving way — is that what 
you call it when a man wants to test his strength 
and see how much he can bear ? You don't know 
what you are talking about, Baruch. You may be 
glad to hear that I have changed my whole view of 
life. I used to look on every new day as a fresh 
blow to crush me closer to earth. I found that 
wouldn't do. It softened my muscle, and the 
people in the ferry swore at me for not getting them 
across quick enough. Then, in the reaction, I 
became a Titan. Every stroke I determined should 
bring out my power of resisfcmce. Oh, and now, 
how I pity you weaklings whose sinews are melting 
like wax in the smile of fortune. Baruch, it only 
needs another catastrophe or two- to make me the 
strongest man that ever lived." 

"You may prepare yourself for one at least," 
said Volkmann, seizing the turn Nyman had afforded 
him. 
t " Really ? That's good news. You are still a 
friend to me, Baruch. G>me, what is it ? " 

"It is de KoratoiTs hand again. There is to 
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be a repetition of last winter's work, onljr this time 
it is to be more thorough. The mujiks are to be 
allowed to cool thdr blood and fill their pockets at 
leisure. There wiU be no interference." 

*' Ah, I thought it meant mischief 1 " exclaimed 
Nyman. 

" What meant mischief ? " 

** He is going across to-morrow. He sent me a 
message an hour ago to hold myself in readiness for 
him all the morning." 

" Whatj so soon i " Volkmann cried aghast 

** So soon ? " Nyman echoed scornfully. " Aren't 
you rather surprised that he has wuted so long ? 
Why, it's eight months since that last little afiair. 
He's a sportsman, is de Koratoff. He gave us time 
to revive before felling us again. There's no fun 
in sla^ng dead men." 

Volkmann preBiced the rush of his words with a 
low cry. 

*' Nyman, I implore you, give your mind, your 
heart to this. I have come here in all honesty and 
sincerity of purpose to consult with you what is to 
be done in this terrible business. Let us be calm 
and sensible. Nothing is lost yet. We have the 
information upon which to go — de KoratofF does 
not dream that it can possibly leak out, and that 
surely should be worth something. Only let us use 
it carefully. We must not let it spread. If our 
enemy sees that his intended victims have taken 
warning, he will fling himself upon them with the 
double fury of the wild beast which beholds its prey 
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escaping its murderous grip. But, Nyman, there 
surely must be a few resolute, level-headed men in 
this community whom we could take Into our con- 
fidence. Something should, and will, come of our 
united wisdom. Bring them to me, Nyman. I 
am mlling to put myself at their disposal with 
all my heart and souL They can command me 
—I am prepared to share with them every labour 
and every peril. If they refuse to come to me^ 
take me to them. But let us do something, 
Nyman." 

Nyman remained silent, with a pondering air, as 
though he were allovnng the other's words to sink 
into his mind one by one. Then he shook his head 
decisively. 

"There may be these resolute men you speak 
of," he said at last, "but vnth all their resolution 
and wisdom the only thing they can answer you is, 
that they themselves are ready to die if that will 
mean the saving of their wives and little ones. That 
will be all they have to offer you, and that does not 
amount to much, does it ? No, no ; you have 
nothing at all to expect fi^m us. All that can and 
is to be done must come from you. And rightly it 
should come from you," he flared up, his brows 
knitdng themselves thunderously as he struck the 
fist of one hand into the palm of the other. " It is 
the return you owe us for what you have received 
at our hands. You have taken the genius, which is 
yours through the spirit of our race, and hare trans- 
ferred it to the service of our enemies. It was our 
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propert)^ to b^n with. Let us have at least a 
portion of what is rightfully our own." 

Volkmann turned to him eagerly. 

" You are right in that, Nyman," he said, pitifully 
anxious to conciliate the other, " I have also thought 
so — I am not taking your words for the idle com- 
pliment they may be. It should be left with me to 
save them, and I do not shirk the responsibility. 
This morning, after I first heard of the danger and 
had set to racking my brains how best to combat i^ 
there suggested itself to me a way, a doubtful, 
desperate way, which could be made the road to 
safety. And from this, Nyman, you shall see how 
true, despite everything, my heart beats for my 
people, for this way of mine would mean the most 
terrible thing that could ever happen to me." 

" What would it mean ? " Nyman asked stonily. 

" That I should call de Koratoff ' father,' " 

" Call him what ? " shouted Nyman. 

" Hush — wait till you have heard me," Volkmann 
went on hastily. "I love his daughter, and his 
daughter loves me." 

*' Oh, she loves you in return, does she ? " 

Nyman lingered over the words, as if to' give 
himself time to take in a new aspect which his own 
question had opened up for him. Volkmann noted, 
but could make nothing of it. 

" Yes, she loves me," he repeated. *' She loved 
me, I think, from the moment almost when we first 
met. It was on this that I was first led to base my 
plan of vengeance." 
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*'0h yes, that brilliant plan of yours — when 
shall I hear the last of it ? " cried Nyman. 

*' I asked you to give me a hearing," said Volk- 
mann, bearing up hardily against the taunt. *' This 
is what I thought of doing, Nyman. Loving me as 
she does, I could ea»ly get her to join her entreades 
to mine — and there is no one who can do more with 
him than she. She would assure him that her heart 
will break if he does not consent to our marriage. 
And then it would be my turn. I would swear to 
him that this his only child should have a life which 
the angels would envy. I would tell him that I do 
not require a copeck of his daughter's dowry which 
he has gambled away ; the threat would weigh with 
him, for that he is a coward I am stu'e. All that 
I ask of him is to leave the people of my race in 
peace, and not to make my sleep haunted by the 
moans of dying children. This, Nyman, I can do, 
and no more." 

There was a brief silence, and then Nyman leapt 
up with a shout 

" You clumsy word-juggler, you miserable hypo- 
crite," he cried between set teeth, "do you t^ally 
think me such a clod that I can't see through all 
this ? Make no mistake, my friend, in whatever of 
your contemptible doings you may have hoodwinked 
the blind dullard Nyman, this, at any rate, is clear 
as crystal to him. I can quite see that some warp 
in your mind, some superstitious twist perhaps, 
makes it seem good to you to turn the pursuit of 
your despicable desires into an act of self-sacrific^ a 
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means of self-glorification. But don't expect to 
make me a party to that— I have not yet ^en so 
low. Marry her, if you like ; marry your pink- 
and-white abomination, but don't make our martyr- 
dom your impious excuse for it Oh, I quite 
believe there's some truth in what you say. Hidden 
though you may be in the very heart of Amalek's 
houses your conscience has tracked you down. It 
is quite possible that you may be haunted by the 
selfish fear of having your sleep disturbed by the 
cries of murdered children. All this may be true. 
But one thing is equally true : I would sooner die 
inch by inch than that the saving of our lives 
should bring peace and palliation to your renegade 
heart." 

Volkmann had risen to his feet long before the 
end, and had listened, dramng himself tauter with 
every word. His voice, too, rang metallically rigid 
as he said — 

** You did not mind my hiding in the house of 
Amalek as long as you thought it suited your 
purpose." 

" I didn't know then that you had it in you to 
be a double trutor — a traitor to them as well as to 
us," Nyman flung back at him. 

*' That is a quibble, Nyman. Since when have 
you taken to fighting our enemies' battles ? " 

" Since you have proved yourself unworthy of 
fighting ours." 

" Remember I do not require to ask your per- 
mission for that." 
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" Remember we shall accept no &vours from— 
one like you." 

" One like me I " echoed Volkmann, with an 
audible gasp. "Nyman, is that the last word on 
our friendship ? " 

"The last, as &r as I am concerned. But one 
of these days, perhaps, your conscience will speak 
the epilogue." 
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Nyhan was not surprised that his remark should 
evoke no repljTj and tha^ on looking round presently, 
he should find himself alone. The soft turf had 
concealed all sound of Volknunn's departure, but a 
thudding sensation in his brain made Nyman think 
of footsteps taking a do^ed, undeviating path into 
the relendess far-away. 

With closed eyes Nyman felt his way back to 
his tree-stump. As he seated himself a sudden access 
of loneliness came upon him with a sharp gust that 
chilled the tepid evening air into wintry presages. 
So he sat for a while, shrinking deeper and deeper 
into himself, in obedience .to an unconscious desire 
to touch bottom, to rest the floadng disquietude 
of his soul on a solid foundation. The deeper he 
wen^ the nearer he might approach to some un- 
dreamt-of new self to be company for the old. The 
sense of gregariousness, the instinct for fellow- 
contact, had burst out into a mighty passion^ an 
overwhelming mania. 

He knew why that was so. He was alone now, 
quite, quite alone. He had driven away from him 
the one friend he had, the only being whose heart 
responded to his own with an answering thrill. 
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Yes, that was what he had done — he had wantonly 
thrust from him his friend Baruch, his erstwhile 
more-than-brother Baruch. The long years through 
which they had starved together with hunger and 
cold had counted for nothing. They had not stood 
their ground ; they had been swept away by the 
onrush of furious, of uncontrollable jealousy in the 
moment when he had learnt that Baruch not only 
loved but was beloved in turn. A strange gladness, 
foolish, uncharitable, putting him inwardly to the 
blush, had uplifted him when Baruch had first told 
him of his attachment to de KoratofPs daughter. 
At last, he thought, he had found a companion 
sufferer, he no longer stood by himself in the 
humiliating uniqueness of his heart's great agony. 
He had found a malicious, unbrotherly comfort in 
the thought that he and Baruch had now become 
most truly akin by the levelling bond of pain. And 
then he had learnt that, unlike his own, Baruch's 
love was requited. As in all other things, Baruch 
had again outdistanced him, and left him hopelessly 
his inferior. Never before had he appeared to Nyman 
so truly a king among men, so signally crowned 
with supremacy. And, by the contrast, Nyman had 
never before appeared to himself so lowly a wonn, 
so basely outcast and rejected. And from a motive 
of such paltriness he had lost his tiiend Baruch — ' 
perhaps in a last despuring burst of tawdry pride to 
make himself think he was not so poor, but that he 
had something still to lose. And now that he had 
really nothing more to lose. . . . Lower and lower 
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his head drcmped into the horny palms of his out- 
spread hands. And presently, despite his tightly 
closed lids, he felt the hot tears trickle upon his 
cheeks. He did not try to check his tears — he was 
not ashamed of them. Even the " strongest man 
that ever lived " might weep just once for having 
crushed hts heart between the millstones of his 
strength. 

For a few minutes he allowed his grief free vent 
An involuntary process of reasoning told him that 
anything else would be false economy. Best have it 
over and be done with it. And now he was ready 
again for the business of the world. In a cold, 
practical way he told himself that people could no 
more help loving Baruch than they could help being 
repelled by his own unloveliness. In forgetting 
that he had done himself a great wrongs he had done 
Baruch a hi greater. Everything had become very 
simple. The only point at issue now was to set 
himself right with Baruch, to make him all the 
reparation he could — a reparation at least as great as 
the insult he had hurled at him. Above all, Baruch 
should marry the woman he loved, not as a secondary 
consideration, not to conciliate de KoratofTs im- 
placable hatred, but as a victory in the great cause of 
love, a triumph of steadfast hearts that had battled 
for and won each other. Some such victories there 
must be, if only to buoy up the drowning optimism 
of the world. Nyman would see to that. Besides 
being the strongest man, he would become the 
greatest moralist that ever lived. Bu^ as is usual in 
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ereiy case where a moral is pointed, somebodT' must 
sufier first And who so fitting to provide the text 
as de KoratoflF himself ? There was every reason 
that he should. De Koratoff summed up in his 
puny sdf three mighty incentives — Banich's love^ 
Nyman's revenge, and, chiefest of all, the danger he 
portended to thar people. De Koratoff would not 
be a pigmy but a miracle if he were strong enou^ 
to bar the way to this avalanche of motive. 

With coolness and deliberation, without a shadow 
of flurry or confusion, Nyman pursued the tenor 
of his thoughts, convinced that in the long run they 
would bring him un^lingly to his goaL And 
when, an hour later, he rose, there was about him an 
air and feeling of finality which made him appear to 
himself the spirit incarnate of inevitable issues. But 
even that was not yet enough for him. A rabid 
eagerness had overtaken him to clinch the chain of 
his resolve up to the very last link. That last link 
was Malka. He would see her just once more^ 
not to con^nce himself that he had made no 
mistake — had he not convinced himself of that long 
ago i — but simply to give himself the additional 
impetus that would carry him, with Ibird-like easc^ 
across the gulf that divided the humanly posdble 
from the everlastingly irretrievable. Yes, he would 
go and see Malka once more. After that everything 
would be possible— and impossible. 

He knew he would find her at her lodgings 
where she was back these three or four days after 
completing the work she had had in hand fi)r 
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Madame de KoratoDT. He had seen the light in her 
room on each of the last few evenings as, at a discreet 
distance, he prowled round the hous^ his gaze 
glued upon her mndow. She never came down to 
join the gossping groups at the door. With brief 
interruptions he saw the monotonous swing of her 
arm, as she guided the needle through her work, 
reproduced in shadow upon the cdling. Every now 
and then he saw the glossy sudace of her hair and a 
narrow streak of white brow lifted above the low 
window-^11. And once he had seen her leap to her 
feet and chase herself up and down the room like a 
mad thing in a paroxysm of unrest That was the 
mood in which she was most ^miliar to him. He 
knew better than any one else that in that lithe 
languorous body of hers there slept volcanic fires, for 
he bore upon his heart many a mark of her searing 
touch. Poor, poor Malka — she had not yet learnt 
the \risdom of patience, the joy of self-annihilation. 
Still stubborn, still rebeUious, as if in ignorance that 
each fresh throb of revolt only roused her malignant 
fate to a louder burst of laughter. Still, was there 
much to choose between bdng laughed at and being 
wept over ? 

He swung down the street with a long, man- 
ful stride as befitted one who came on a high 
errand. A group of chattering women, crowding 
round the threshold, hushed at his approach and 
drew away before him, as at an apparition, to let 
him pass. One or two towzled youngsters dutched 
at hanging apron-strings and set up a howL Nyman 
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smiled, but vouchsafed tbem neither look nor word. 
He knew long ago that the mothers of the place 
used his name as a bogey to frighten their children 
with. He fumbled his way up the ricketty stairs, 
the smile still on his face, but now f^ntly tinged 
with malice at the thought of the sarcasm _ he had 
ready for her. 

" I told you never to come here," was her greet- 
ing to him as he entered. 

**I should not have com^ but for a particular 
reason," he answered, still smiling. *' I have a 
question to ask you." 

She looked at him, angry and suspicious. 

** Well, then, ask your question," she snapped. 

** I want to know whether you have already saved 
up your railway fare to follow Baruch back to Odessa 
when he goes there." 

"Why?" 

Her anger would not allow her to say more. 

*' Because it may make a difference to you to 
know that when he does go back he will probably be 
accompanied by his wife." 

" His wife ? Liar — abominable liar 1 " 

Nyman shrugged his shoulders complacently. 

*' I should hardly tell you a lie which you could 
disprove with so little trouble, should I ? Unless, 
of course, Baruch wished to play a joke on me when 
he came to tell me this evening that he intended to 
marry de KoratofT's daughter — the girl with the 
saucer eyes, you know. Not that 1 altogether admire 
his taste, do yon ? " 
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She had &Uen back, and could oriy murmur 
feindy — ■ 

" Mademoiselle Alma 1 ** 

" Wdl, does it perhaps seem more plausible to 
you now ? " 

A spasm of love, pity, and remorse shot through 
him as he saw her there writhing in her silent agony. 
A wild but only momentary impulse gripped him to 
throw himself before her on his knees and implore 
her forgiveness. But that was just the thing he 
must not do. That would spoil everything. He 
must play his part. 

She took no pains to conceal from him the efficacy 
of the blow he had dealt her, but it was not long 
before the adamantine obstinacy of her nature re- 
asserted itself. Her sinuous tiame slowly drew itself 
up to its full height, her bloodless face more ghostly 
against the dark masses of her hair. Nyman thought 
of Medusa. As at the sight of the f&hled monster, 
he felt himself turning to stone. Never had it 
seemed possible to him that the terrible and the 
beautiful could so commingle into a perfect whole. 

" Why have you come to tell me this ? " she 
asked, breaking the silence at last. 

" Well, is it not interesting news ? " 

*' If you will not say it, then you shall hear it 
from me," she proceeded, with the quiescent intensity 
of white heat. *' It the first place, you came to 
satiate your heart of a dog with the spectacle of my 
pain, and that satisfaction you have had. In the 
second plac^ you thought to catch my disappointment, 
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my Intter torment at the flood, and turn it to what, 
advantage ^ ou could for yourself." 

Njrman felt the blood b^ianing to flow again 
in his veins, and smiled once more in the fulness of 
his content Yes, she was working finely towards 
his ends. Things were going well for him. He 
waited for her to resume. 

" And now I shall tell you something which you 
had perhaps not bargained for," she continued, 
gathering in fierceness with every word. ** I have 
alwajrs hated you, loathed you with all the strength, 
all the volume of my souL Whenever I saw your 
face, whenever I heard your voic^ I shrank as from 
an unspeakable horror. Every friendly word I gave 
you, every smile I had to bring to my lips for 
you, was an efibrt at which my heart revolt^ and 
sickened." 

*' Gro on, Malka, go on I" he exclaimed CKultandy, 

** Oh, I will go on," and her voice rose to a cry. 
" Not if you dial for me a thousand times would 
you make good to me your great wrong in robbing 
me of my Baruch. Yes, it was you who robbed me 
of him, who enticed him away from me. But for 
you he would never have left his home, and as the 
years went by, I shoidd dther have gone to the grave 
or forced him to love me. Instead, through you, 1 
had to sit here helplessly, fool that I was, hoping 
and praying for him, and thinking that by the magic 
of my own changelessness I would keep him too 
from changing. And every moment I stole from 
the prayers I prayed for him, 1 devoted to hating 
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you. I have hated you as for as my memory can go 
back." 

*' Have you really, Malka ? That's good 1 " he 
exclaimed almosC joyfully. 

" You shall have still better, my friend. I coidd 
have strangled you with my childish fingers even in 
those dajrs when the three of us sat all tc^ther on 
the river-bank — you ogling me sideways with your 
stupid fish-eyes, and he, Baruch, chewing the grass- 
blades, with his back to me as he lay listening open- 
eared to your interminable chatter. And always and 
always, with but one or two precious intervals, you 
kept thrusting yourself between us, sticking your 
ground like a limpet, while my fingers were itching 
all the time to grab at you and root you up and fling 
you far, hr away from us, out of sight, out of 
hearing, and leave him and me alone in the great 
solitude around us which, vast as it was, was still 
not vast enough to contMn my love " 

She stopped short, for the rush of her words had 
carried her beyond her breath. Nyman watched 
her, with that stereotyped smile of his, quiet and 
quizzical, and nothing but the slight tremor at the 
corners of his mouth showed the eflbrt it cost him 
to play his part And that he was playing it well, 
she herself was affording him ample proof. He 
would see if he could not still improve on it. 

" Now that was extremely foolish of you, Malka," 
he said lightly. "Why on earth didn't you give 
me a hint that I wasn't wanted ? Look at all the 
aggravation you might have saved yourself." 
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"Ah, but' that was just what made me hate you 
most of all," she broke forth again. " Could I not 
see that it was you who were the link between us ? 
He only came because you brought him. If you 
had gone away, he would have followed you. I could 
never have kept him with me through my own 
endeavour. You were an evil, odious necessity. 
Oh, how it fanned the flame of my hatred to a blaze 
to see how ready and subservient he was to you, and 
how. grudgingly he doled out to me the words, the 
looks which I held more precious than all the jewels 
in the world. It was always you first, and I had to 
content myself with your leavings. And so the 
golden hours went away, wasted and profitless, and 
— oh, God 1 — many and many a time I have thought 
of them — and cursed you 1 '* 

He stepped back, startled out of his fictitious 
self-control. 

** You cursed me, Malka — you cursed me ? Oh, 
no wonder, then, that things went so crookedly 
with me." 

**Yes, yes, I see now. 1 made a mistake. I 
should have reversed the thing. It is you I should 
have prayed for, and him I should have cursed. 
Then perhaps yours would have been the brilliant 
destiny, and his the downfall. You would have 
stepped up to the high places where whoever cared 
might have followed you, and he would have come 
back here to lay his battered head in my lap and ask 
me to stroke it well again. Crippled, bleeding, 
wrecked, he could have come— what mattered i^ as 
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long as he came at all ? And now, because I prayed 
for him, he is back in all his strength and all his 
beauty. Oh, wasn't that something worth while 
praying for ? And just now my wicked, perverse 
tongue talked of cursing him — cursing him, my 
Baruch 1 " 

Nyman had at last left off smiling. He had 
achieved all he needed. Just one more turn of the 
screw, and then they could both step down &om the 
rack. 

** Quite so, quite so, Malka. But isn't it a pity 
that all this beauty and strength you prayed so hard 
for should now go to some one else ? " 

But this time he nearly overshot hts mark. He 
saw the wild look she darted at the long dagger-like 
shears on her litde table, and his arm crooked warily 
to intercept the threatened thrust. It would have 
been as good a way out of it as any, but he was 
not ready for it. He was here merely to gain the 
provocation he still required — she could do nothing 
else for him. Oh, he was safe enough. The dagger 
mood had passed as swiftly as it had come. People 
with tears in their eyes meditated no murder. 

"Nyman, is it really true.'" she asked, with 
a sob. 

" As true as you wish it were not true. As true, 
Malka " — he paused to give more weight to his words 
— " as true as it is that you will always hate me." 

** Then it is indeed true." 

He drew a deep breath. Oh, the luxury of 
knowing that the worst had done its worst I 
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"What are you wwting for? Go,** she said 
coldly. 

** I am going. But first your hand." 

" My hand to you ? Never ! " 

" Your hand, I say, Malka." 

Strangely cowed by his masterfulness, she held 
out her hand. It was his first victory over her, and, 
presumably, his last. But it was sufficient — he had 
redeemed his manhood. Perhaps if he had always 
kept that in view. . . . But it was much too late 
now to begin saying " perhaps " — much, much too 
late. 
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NvMAN waited about outside the house for a little 
while, instead of hurrying back to his post — not to 
watch what turn developments would take, but to 
see the expected happen. He knew quite well 
what Malka would do now. It was in full accord- 
ance with his antidpations that a minute or two later 
he saw her room being plunged in darkness hy the 
extinguishing of the candle. A moment after she 
herself was down in the street, her head hooded in 
a shawl, which, from the close sultriness of the even- 
ing, could not be so much a measure of protection 
as of precaution. She hurried on, looking neither 
right nor left, in the direction of Government House. 
All this Nyman had foreseen. It was a matter of 
course that she would go to find Baruch and learn 
the &cts from his own lips, and, probably, make a 
scene. But that was Banich's business — he need not 
interfere with that, thought Nyman. Giving her a 
feir start, he followed her furtively up to the point 
where the road branched. There he struck o(F down 
to the ferry, leaving her to go her own way. It was 
just as wdl that she should keep Baruch occupied, 
and distract -his attention for a litUe while. That 
yrould leave Nyman free to do those other greater 
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things he had to do for Baruch. It was down at 
Ditomar ferry that the tangle of Baruch Volkmann's 
hte should be unravelled. 

But Njrman, despite his feeling of conviction on 
the subject of Malka's errand, was wrong — utterly 
wrong. Malka had not gone to Government House 
to find Baruch and make a scene. What would be 
the use of that ? she asked herself, as the suggestion 
fiitted across her mind. She knew well enough that 
what Nyman had told her was the truth. If she 
required any confirmation of it, she had only to look 
into her own heart. She found there the rankling 
recollection of the night when she had spied upon 
them talking so earnesdy on the verandah, and the 
act of homage with which he had marked the close 
of that secret colloquy. The jealous stab she had 
felt on seeing him kiss her hands assured her that it 
had been no mere courtesy salute. Then there was 
Karol's story, and the yet more definite evidence of 
the mutely vague understanding which she, in com- 
mon with the baroness, had observed between the 
two. Oh yes, it was true enough. She had lost 
Baruch, at any rate for the time being — for ever, 
perhaps, unless she took the one course still open to 
her to win him back for herself. It was a desperate 
course, but he had brought It on himself. He had 
never taken the trouble to study her, to get an insight 
into the complex mechanism she called her heart 
Otherwise, he would have known that she would not 
sit tamely by and see her sole chance of happiness in 
this life slipping out of her reach without a stru^le. 
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And a stru^le it should be — she could not do less, 
if she wished to show him that he really stood for 
so much to her as she professed. She owed it not 
to her love, but to his prestige that she should fight 
for him. And, having made up her mind to fight, 
why should she be iastidlous in the choice of her 
weapons ? 

Once more, as on that verandah night, she stood 
crouching among the mulbeiry bushes beside the 
gateway Axsm where she could command a safe and 
unimpeded view of the whole courtyard. She knew 
by now enough about the habits of the inmates of 
the house to feel sure that she would not have to 
wait in vain. It was here that the dragoon ofllicer 
strolled every evening after supper, wrapping himself 
in clouds of smoke as he puffed furiously at his 
cigarettes, of which he sometimes consumed three at 
a time. Malka had often laughed at the obviousness 
of his manoeuvre in taking.these solitary walks. It 
was to lure his Cousin Alma into joining him. But 
Cousin Alma never came, and the impotent expectancy 
which contorted his &ce into grimaces of rage had 
been a source of much quiet amusement to Malka 
watching him from one of the many dark windows 
that overlooked the courtyard. But to-night she did 
not feel greatly inclined to laugh — not if she were 
to see him ag^n, as she had seen him once, shake 
both his fists threateningly in the direction of the 
drawing-room, where, [wesumably, he expected Made- 
moiselle Alma to be. Where was he to-night of all 
nights ? He had not gone away yet, because she 
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had seen him come swaggering down the street only 
that afternoon, and, as usual at his approach, the 
street had become empty and deserted as If by magic 
Perhaps he had gone into the house for another 
supply of cigarettes. She had counted as many as 
for^ of the paper mouthpieces littering the ground 
one morning. Well, she would wut If he did not 
come before, she would w^t till he had gone to his 
room, and throw stones at his window to attract his 
attention. Hush — here came some one. Not he, 
though — her heart leapt — yes, it was he, after all. 
No wonder she had almost failed to rec(^nize him. 
His gait was so different from what it was at other 
times. It did not, as mostly, drag in its measured 
suUenness — it was sharp and staccato, and he walked 
with a «deways turn of his head, like a man who 
has some fear dogging him. Malka stole out from 
the bushes and called him softly. 

He paused with a litde jump, and then stepped 
quickly and resolutely up to her. When he saw 
who it was he gave vent to a brutal oath. 

" Oh, it's you, is it ? More of them, by the 
devil's hoof— as if I hadn't enough on my hands 
already. If you love yourself, go away. 1 can't be 
bothered with you — baggage I " 

She battled down her fear and indignation. 

"But, your honour, I only want a very few 
words with you," she said pleadingly. 

"I tell you I can't be bothered. I know it's 
about that St. Petersburg arrangement. Make up 
your mind to it — that's dl off. No St. Petersburg 
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for jrou. Stick and rot where you are. Lord, to 
think of the handful I've already got waiting for me 
there 1 " 

" It's not about St. Petersburg, your honour." 

" Then in the devil's name what is it ? " 

" It's about Mademoiselle Alma." 

" Oh, about her — what about her ? " he asked, 
becoming at once attentive and alert. 

"Your honour confided to me that you were 
greatly attached to her." 

" Did I ? I suppose I did. I'm fool enough 
for anything. Well, what has it got to do with 
you ? " 

** You also were good enough to inform me that 
Mademoiselle Alma did not appreciate the compli- 
ment as much as she should." 

She saw him clench bis fist and half raise his 
arm, and hurried on. 

"I only mention these things, your honour, 
because I could, perhaps, show your honour a way 
of improving your suit with Mademoiselle Alma." 

*' The devil you coidd 1 " he excliumed eagerly. 

" If, as you seem to think, Mademoiselle Alma 
has given her more tender regard to Mr. Volkmann, 
she might possibly change her views if she knows 
that Mr. Volkmann is a Jew." 

He clapped his hands together with a gesture of 
mingled astonishment and triumph. 

S* Volkmann a Jew, did you say ? " he cried. 

'* Your honour may take my word for it," she 
assured him, coming a little closer to him in her 
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eagerness to cany conviction. " He was born in this 
very town. We were children together. His father 
lived in the second house of the street oflF the 
market-place, and was a shoemaker by trade. There 
are hundreds of people here who could prove it." 

" A Jew — and the son of a shoemaker." Karol 
chuckled exultantly. "Oh, this will be glorious 
news for my charming Cousin Alma I " 

** Will you tell Mademoiselle Alma ? " she asked 
quickly. 

" Oh dear me, no," he replied, with a louder 
chuckle. **rm going to keep the secret all to 
myself. And when I feel that there is any danger 
of my exploding with it, I shall hie myself to the 
forest and dig a hole there and shout into it till I 
feel better — like the old fool did in the fable." 

The malignant smile broadened on his face as he 
stood revolving the thing in his mind, clicking his 
tongue with delight. 

"That was all, your honour," said Malka, 
anxious to get out of his reach now that her mission 
was safely accomplished. ** I won't waste any more 
of your honour's valuable time." 

" Oh, don't leave me like that, my little Song of 
Songs," he smd reproachfully. *' If you do a man a 
fiivour, don't do it as if yoii were thromng a dog a 
bone. I was a bit rough to you before, wasn't I ? 
Now, don't take any notice of that. Fact is, I've 
got a nagging little business on hand which is giving 
me consideraTjle worry. But you'll see that I'm not 
ungrateful. As soon as my own little trouble at 
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St. Petersburg is over, 1*11 send for you — hanged if 
I don't. Upon my word, I'll line 'em all up before 
you, all the smartest, dashingest chaps I know, and 
you'll have the pick of the lot— hanged if you won't." 

"Your honour is very kind," she broke in, 
wondering whether he could see her cheeks flaming 
through the darkness. 

" Not at all, not at all, my Queen of Sheba," he 
replied, with a &tuous gesture of magnanimity, 
*' although they do say in the foment that I've too 
keen a sense of obligation, and thereby lower the 
tone of the service. However, a time comes when 
we all must suffer for our virtues, doesn't it ? And 
now, my Song of Songs, just once more, to see that 
I've got the grip of the thing all right : a Jew, born 
here, the son of a shoemaker, second house in the 
street oiF the market-place, hundreds can prove it — 
is that right ? " 

" Perfectly, your honour." 

" Very good. Then, with your Majesty's per- 
mission, I shall take the. auspicious news to Cousin 
Alma, now that I've had my bite out of them. Live 
and let live, that's my motto." 

He hastened off, only just in time to escape 
seeing her sway back into the mulberry bushes half 
Minting with a sudden rush of self-di^ust and a 
poignant sense of her treachery. Only now, when it 
was all over, did the full knowledge of the incredible 
thing she had done come home to her. She had 
leagued herself with Baruch's enemies. She, she of 
all people, had furnished them with the means of 
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working for lus harm and undoing. She tore the 
shawl from her neck ; it was stifling her. The 
fresh evening breeze, plajdng full about her throat, 
revived her. She threw back her head and kept it 
high in token of her obdurate impenitence. No, 
she r^etted nothing. Had he treated her as any- 
thing but as an enemy ? He had spurned the devo- 
tion which she had so jealously hoaided up for him 
all these years ; he had turned her hear^ that 
shoidd have been a garden of flowering hopes, into 
a wilderness of wasted love. And, even now, she 
was seeking apologies for herself when she should 
more fidy sing the praises of her courage and un- 
bending purpose. Yes, she should sing — she should 
be merry, for she had done the greatest thing she ever 
would do. She had ruined the man she loved, to 
prove how much she loved him. And, taldng 
herself at her word, she gave voice to her triumph 
in snatches of hysterical laughter which woke defiant 
echoes all along her desolate route. 

Karol's cheerfulness was perhaps more genuine 
if less demonstrative, as he made his way back into 
the house in search of Alma. His eyes were bright 
with the flame of gratified malice, and he stepped 
high as if to avoid treading literally on the prostrate 
body of his antagonist. Presently he came fece to 
&ce with his cousin in the empty smoking-room. 
He was not sure, but she gave him the impression 
of having been wiuting there for him. 

*' Oh, I've been looking for you, Cousin Alma,** 
he addressed her airily. 
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" And I for you. Cousin Karol," she replied. 

** Oh, have you indeed ? That's nice," he sdd, 
but nevertheless somewhat taken aback hy the 
coincidence. 

" Yes," she continued quietly. " I find I have 
done you an injustice, and I want to apologize to you." 

"Oh?" 

He had ample cause for the dubiousness of his 
exclamation, for neither her tone nor her manner 
seemed very apologetic. 

"When you took Krax out for a stroll this 
afternoon," she addressed him, fixing a hard stnught 
glance at him, " I thought you had done it to track 
me down and to find where I had gone to with 
Bor — ^with Mr. Volkmann. I have since discovered 
that all you were in search of was that lost letter of 
yours." 

"Ah, then Volkmann told you," he cried 
quickly. 

*' Mr. Volkmann has not told me anything. I 
only got to know about the letter when the gar- 
dener's wife brought it to me. She had found it in 
one of the cactus beds, where the wind had probably 
blown it. I have much pleasure in returning to you 
your property." 

Karol had turned a trifle pale, but did his best to 
retain his sangfroid. 

« This can hardly be my letter, Cousin Alma," 
he replied, taking it nevertheless and crumpling i^ 
as though inadvertently. " The one I lost was in 
an envelope." 
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" The gardener's wife explained that. Her little 
hoy got hold of the letter from the table where she 
had for the moment placed it, tore the envelope to 
bits, and was about to do the same with the enclo- 
sure, when she noticed and rescued it. You see 
there's a slight rent in the left top corner. Of 
course, she apologized profusely." 

"Well, since it is my letter," laughed Karol, 
uneasily, *' I may as well take it and say thank you 
for it. It isn't of the least importance to me." 

** Isn't it ? It seems to be very important," she 
s^d icily. 

" Then you've read it ? " he shouted. 

'* Only part of it. Cousin Karol," 

'* And, pray, what sort of conduct do you call 
that?" he continued, losing all his self-control. 
"Was it considered the proper thing where you 
were brought up to read other people's letters ? " 

" My dear Karol," she replied calmly, " this was 
one of the accidents ag^nst which not all the best 
breeding in the world can protect one. Besides, if 
you like, you can complain about my lack of 
manners to mamma. But I hardly think you will 
quite do that, will you ? " 

He glared at her, his impotent rage robbing him 
of speech. 

" Still, my dear Karol, if after the gardener's 
wife's explanation of the missing envelope, which 
really started all the mischief, you are still capable of 
listening to another explanation, I will tell you how 
I came to read your letter. When it was handed 
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to me, my eye caught the opening words — *My 
darling husband.' Incautiously I jumped to the 
conclusion that it was one of the letters mamma had 
written to papa when we were travelling two years 
ago. I know papa, like the dear he is, has kept 
them all. I thought that somehow or other this one 
had got loose. There was also some similarity in 
the handwriting to strengthen my error. So, getting 
more and more puzzled by the un&miliar allusion 
to things I knew nothing about, I read on and on, 
until it flashed on me that I was blundering blindly 
into one of your secrets. Accept my sincere regrets. 
Accept also my cordial congratulations on your 
possession of a, no doubt, charming wife and an 
equally charming little daughter. I was rejoiced to 
find that she had cut her first tooth painlessly." 

** It's nothing, I tell you. An ordinary entangle- 
ment," he said sullenly. " I packed her off to Paris, 
where I thought she was fulfilling a long engage- 
ment at the Olympia ; but, instead, it seems she has 
come back to St. Petersburg and has learnt my 
address here." 

'* But why does she style you her husband ? " 

" She insisted on going through some sort of a 
ceremony. But what does that matter ? Even if 
she can prove it binding, it would always be easy 
enough to square her with a thousand or two." 

" Would it really ? " asked Alma, with apparent 
interest. 

He fell into the trap. 

"NoWj please, don't take any notice of that 
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stupid letter^ Cousin Alma," he s^d earnestly. 
" Upon my word of honour, I don't care a rap for 
her. Upon my word of honour— you know I'm 
not very free with my honour— the only woman I 
care for is yourself." 

''Well, Cousin Karol, that being the case, it 
wasn't so very much out of place that I shoidd know 
something of that letter, was it ? " she asked, with an 
enigmatic smile. 

" Oh, I don't mind your reading her silly scrawl," 
he replied, now completely off his guard. **You 
are welcome to read all my correspondence, every 
scrap of it Everything that is mine is yours. You 
have only to ask me for a thing " 

" Well, Cousin Karol, I 'shall test your profes- 
sions. I shall ask you immediately to do something 
for me." 

" What is it ? " he cried, oveijoyed. 

"To write a letter to me. It need not be a long 
one." 

" Why, certainly ; that's too easy. Cousin Alma. 
When shall I write it — now ? " 

" No, not to-night. To-morrow will do." 

" Well, then, to-morrow," he agreed obediently. 
" And won't you give me a hint what it is to be 
about ? " 

" I only just want you to say that you have 
arrived safdy at St Petersburg." 

** But I shall not have arrived at St. Petersburg I " 
he exclaimed, completely fogged. 

•' Oh yes, you shall. If you take the half-past 
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twelve train to-night from Ditomar, you will be 
there by midday to-morrow," she suggested quietly. 

*' In other words, you are asking me to leave the 
house," he snarled, divided between apprehensive 
rage and 6ttuous incredulity. 

" I am doing it more tactfully than your uncle 
might have done," she said significantly. ** There 
will be no difficulty in your getting away. The 
evening post has just come in. It has brought you 
an urgent message from your Colonel that you arc 
to return to the regiment immediately." 

" So even we great souls of honour do not shrink 
fcom fabricating lies,-" he sneered. 

"Oh, Karol, Karol, how could you do this to 
me ? " sjie cried, her eyes hard and dry, but the 
tears trembling in her voice instead. " How could 
you think of degrading me to this i Consider what 
would have happened if I had loved you. You 
would have been content to make me your mistress, 
for, divorce or no divorce, I shoidd never have 
looked on that other woman as anything but your 
lawful wife. And you are not ashamed after that to 
continue to plead your love for me." 

He listened to her rebuke, sisterly in its gentle- 
ness, but it awoke in him no responsive softness, no 
atoning penitence. The only rebuke he felt was a 
furious self-reproach for the dumsiness with which 
he had managed the situation. Why had he allowed 
her to go so far ? All the wind had been taken out 
of his sails. Whatever he retorted to her now would 
seem in the nature of an anti-climax, a tag of puerile 
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spite. Still, even with the blunted point he would 
see that the stab proved deadly enough. He 
stepped dose to her, and she did not flinch. 

** Now, if the choice were given you. Cousin 
Alma — just as an academic question, mind you — 
whom would you sooner have for your husband, 
that bigamist cousin of yours, or the son of a shoe- 
maker Jew ? '* 

•* What makes you say such a mad thing ? " she 
asked, puzzled and ill at ease. 

"Because I am the one and Volkmann is the 
other." 

By a superhuman effort she. kept herself steady 
and erect. Those balefidly prying eyes should not 
see what they so ardendy wished to see. 

" Whatever Mr. Volkmann may be, I shall feel 
nothing but the highest respect for him," she replied 
quietly. 

"Yes, that's right You may respect him 
as much as you like, but you shall not many 
him." 

She flashed him a glance that swept the mocking 
smile fi'om off his ^e. 

" Is it for you to dispose of whether I marry 
Mr. Volkmann or not. Cousin Karol ? " 

" In the first instance, I admit, it is a question for 
your father," he returned insolendy. ** But should 
he give his consent — which, by the way, I rather 
doubt — I want you to recollect that there are others 
who have the honour of counting themselves as 
members of your family, and who will not permit 
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the stigma of being cousined by a Jew to remain on 
them for very long." 

" Karol," she replied slowly, for greater emphasis, 
*• and I want you, as a member of my family, to 
recollect that I shall not be afraid to let my husband, 
whoever he may be, meet any gentleman who may 
demand satis&ction from him, because then I know 
it will be a &ir fight. There will be no shooting 
from behind." 

He cowered back like a whipped cur at the shock 
of her insinuation. Then, opening the door to pass 
out — it was more like taking to flight — he flung 
back at her — 

*' You must have the devil in your pay." 
**And your train leaves Ditomar at half-past 
twelve," was her reply. 

Then she sank into a chair, weary and spent. 
More she coidd not endure. Karol, she told herself, 
had taken his dismissal too tamely. Had he stayed 
" a minute longer, had he insisted on treating the 
matter as a joke, she might have gone down on her 
knees to him and be^ed him to drive home the 
advantage to which the news he had brought her 
entitled him. Yes, the bigamist cousin had things 
very much in his favour over the son of the shoe- 
maker Jew I If only he had had the inspiration to 
clinch his superiority there and then, she would have 
let him take her, aching heart and all — but even that 
would have been better, even his odious grip upon 
her would have been better than this jostling among 
the throng of phantasmal uncertainties which had 
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sprung up out (^nothing as at the touch of some 
malevolent magician's wand. . . . 

Gradualljr, and with occasional relapses, the fierce 
frenzy of despair to which she had surrendered herself 
passed away. All was not lost yet. Her Either 
loved her> she reminded herself. Even Volkmann's 
deceit^ implied in his reticence concerning his Jewish 
origin, turned into an omen for good. At last she 
had discovered one flaw, one blemish in this paragon 
among men. There seemed in it a vague guarantee 
that fate wished her welL She could put forth this 
one shortcoming of his as a sacrifice to appease the 
all-too-«nvious gods. 
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CHAPTER XX 

There was no moon, but the star-studded heavens 
sent a sort of luminous haze down upon the river- 
bank, gi'ving Nyman sufficient light for the work 
upon which so much of his self-appointed task of 
playing providence to his friend Baruch depended. 
He had pulled the huge feny-bai^ halfway out of 
the water and had careened it over on its side — a 
marvellous feat of bodily strength. With the stout 
gimlet which lay on the ground beside him he had 
bored four holes into the stern, marking out a 
square about a foot in size, one side of which he had 
already cut three-quarter way through with his adze. 
It was hard, and yet delicate work,' for if his imple- 
ment broke he had no other to take its place, and 
the sweat streamed copiously down his hce more 
fr'om apprehen^on for his to<J than with the exertion 
of his toil. Nevertheless, he crooned cheerfully to 
himself in his harsh unmdodious bass, and every 
quarter of an inch of progress he punctuated with a 
little whoop of satis^tion. 

He felt so cosy here in his solitude, so safe. All 
the world had gone to sleep, leaving him to manage 
its destinies, and, judging from his own sense of 
contentment, he was managing them exceedingly 
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wdl ; at any rate, the destinies of Ditomar. What 
a change for the better^ apart from the benefit to hts 
fiiend Baruch, he was working in them. To- 
morrow Ditomar would not recognize itself. He, 
fortunately or unfortunately, would not be there to 
see the new fiice it bore, and therefore it was only 
&ir that he should take his share of gratificatioD in 
advance. Fair, too, it was that he should work 
himself up into his present ecstasy of self-approval, 
for no one but he would ever give him the full 
credit for what he had done, because no one would 
ever know the full extent of his achievement. 
Some, perhaps, mighfeven pity him — amongst them 
probably his fiiend Baruch. He laughed at the 
thought. Baruch would be very great. He would 
go further and further — as far, perhaps, as any man 
could, ch: should, go. But one thing he would 
never, never be able to get away from, however far 
he went — namely, that the beginnings of his new 
thread of life were held in the masterful clutch of a 
dead man's fingers. Nyman was the charioteer, 
Baruch the team racing to the mnning post beneath 
an alien control. Who was the greater — who was 
the more to be envied, the driver or the driven ? 

He had cut another inch. He was getting on, 
he would finish in good time. Yes, it was easy to 
work when the mere work done was its own 
guarantee of success. What a godsend had been 
^is idea to which he was now giving a [»actical 
effect 1 How cunningly it harmonized aU the com- 
plexities of the various issues with which he had to 
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deal. After all, physical, elementaty methods were 
the most reliable. He would leave psychological 
experiments to his friend Baruch. Had he still the 
right to call him ftiend after what he had said to 
him ? It was the one question left to give a fillip to 
his curiosity. Nothing else mattered now. He 
stretched himself with a luxurious sense of well- 
being. It was very pleasant here, very cosy and 
lonely and safe. He felt so fresh and alert, although 
it was many a night since he had known the restora- 
tive blessing of sleep. Never mind— to-morrow 
he would make up for it. To-morrow he would 
sleep so soundly that the most somnolent hog would 
appear a marvel of wakefulness compared to him. 

He gripped his implement more firmly and set 
to work again. Not too much dreaming now — he 
could leave that for to-morrow. Ah, what was that ? 
He lifted his head, keen as some springbock taking 
the scent on a jutting mount^n-ledge. Yes, he 
thought he was not mistaken. Here were footsteps 
— and here was Baruch, come to answer that one 
last question. Nyman almost shouted with joy. 
What greater earnest could he have that now he 
might consider his life complete ? 

Volkmann had stopped before him, his breath 
coming quickly. It was evident that he had made 
his way here at a great pace. 

" I couldn't let the opportunity slip by, Nyman," 
he b^n. " The others have all gone down to the 
station to see the dragoon off. I couldn't rest till I 
had seen you again." 
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Njrman made no reply, but with his foot thrust 
the gimlet out of sight The movement attracted 
Volkmann's attention. 

" What are you doing ? " he asked, pointing to 
the baige. 

" Mending my man-of-war, can't you see ? " 

" It looks more like making a hole in it." 

*' Well, perhaps that's my way of mending it." 

*'Ah, yes, I can believe thaV said Volkmann, 
with a sigh. " You seem to have lost the faculty of 
discerning between mending and destroying in other 
things as well. In our ^endship, for instance." 

** Save your sentiment for de KoratofTs daughter," 
said Nyman, roughly. 

**I haven't come for sentiment— I have come 
for justice," sdd Volkmann, taking his tone from 
the other. **I want you to take back the unjust 
words with which you thought fit to wound me to- 
day." 

"Ah, now I see that you are cut out for a great 
man," replied Nyman. " You are acquiring the last 
requisite of greatness— vanity. You want to stand 
wdl in every one's opinion, even in mine." 

" Nyman, for the love of heaven, make an end 
of your cynical self-abasement," Volkmann cried 
passionately. "I admit I want to stand well in 
your eyes. I will even go so far as to say that the 
applause of the whole world will not compensate me 
for your censiu^ and especially your undeserved 
censure." 

" Are you sure it was undeserved ? " asked 
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Npnan. There was a little more softness in his 
voice. 

" At any rate, I did not expect you to think as 
70U did," said Volkmann, still hotly. ** Mean and 
petty minds, perhaps, to whom everything is base 
because they would sooner have it so, would have put 
on my action the construction which you su^ested. 
And so I have come to you to withdraw it" 

** Why should I ? " asked Nyman, turning a little 
to one side. 

" For two reasons. First, because you know me 
better than anybody else does ; and, secondly, be- 
cause you are you." 

"Beware, Baruch — that second reason sounds 
like flattery." 

** I don't care. Let a compliment ibr once be a 
truth. Would to God that anything I could do for 
my people might salve my conscience for the wrong 
I have done them in cutting myself adrift from them. 
What I have done or what I will do, must stand or 
£tll by itself. I seek for it in no vicarious atone- 
ment All I want is to save my people, even if 
they curse me for it afterwards. And, therefore, I 
have come to repeat to you my oil^. I will do 
nothing without your consent And that being so, 
Nyman, remember that in thrusting me away you 
are taking on yourself a great responsibility. I do 
not guarantee that my representations, that Alma's 
entreaties, will turn her father to thoughts of mercy. 
And yet, it is the only ray of hope which may 
possibly blaze up into a great light of salvation. 
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You fourscif have nothing to oiler in its place. But 
if yon persist in branding me with selfishness, you 
may sting me into taking you at your word. And 
then, when the blood of our brothers reeks to 
heaven, you will perhaps be sorry for your 
obstinacy." 

*' What will you do ? *' asked Nyman, subtly. 
" Marry dc KoratoflTs daughter, and keep silent ? " 

" No ; give up de KoratoflTs daughter, and keep 
silent Unless I stand before him, with his 
daughter's hand in mine, what would be the use of 
saying anything ? What hold, what claim should I 
have on his consideradon ? But, Nyman, before 
you consent to my giving her up — think again." 

An exultant cry broke from Nyman. 

** By God, Baruch, you're a man I " 

"Keep your praise — all I ask from you is to 
let me have justice I " exd^med Volkmann. 

" I can't do that now, Baruch." 

*' Why not now ? " 
*' Because you have not left me words. I must 
wait till th^ come back to me." 

" You are plaj^ng with me. When shall I have 
your apology ? Remember, time presses." 

" You shall have it to-morrow, Baruch," replied 
Nyman, his voice tremidous but clear. " To-morrow 
I shall make you amends in tones as loud and un- 
equivocal as you yourself could ever desire. The 
coming day, Baruch, will bring to your ears a ptean 
to our friendship which will re-echo through all your 
remaining life. Will that content you ? " 
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*' Do you promise me that, Nyman ? " 
*'As solemnly — as. though I were on my death- 
bed," was Nyman's deliberate reply. 

" Then give me an earnest of it now." 
He opened his arms wide, and Nyman responded 
unhesitatingly to the call. He even retained his 
hold after the other had shown signs of relaxing his. 
And then, rousing himself to the 6ict that his fervency 
might plant suspicions in Volkmann's mind, he pushed 
him — violently, almost — away. 

** And now you must go^ instandy. Till to- 
morrow, then." 

Volkmann went without another word. He went 
quickly, springily, first, because he would not give 
Nyman time to change fi*om this new softness of his 
mood back to his customary gnarled ruggedness ; 
and, secondly, because he wished to taste to the full 
the joy of their perfect reconciliation. Nyman 
followed him stealAily, till the other's buoyant 
stride had out-distanced him. Even then he stood 
sentry for a Utde while before betaking himself back 
to his work. He must make quite sure that there 
were no unnecessary iritnesses — especially not 
Baruch, who was the most unnecessary of all. That 
dear, foolish Baruch, coming to spur the willing 
horse, to pour oil on the roaring blaze, and, mean- 
while making him waste the piecious minutes. 
True, it was now only a little past midnight, but 
the ominous sultriness, the accumulated drought of 
weeks, which had hung over the land these lait few 
days, torpid and turgid with the weight of its own 
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inertness, had suddenly, to Nyman's weather-tnuned 
instinct, given warning of being stirred into up- 
heavals of portentous menace. Nj^man knew he 
must bestir himself if the end of his task was to 
outstrip the bantlings of the storm. 

And, in the race which ensued, he was the 
winner. The square was cut out and refixed in the 
gap, and just as he applied the last thick streak of 
pine-pitch to conceal the seam of the joinings, the 
first clap of thunder made the country-side rock to 
its foundations. It was followed by a fierce zigzag 
flash, and then the heavens opened in a cloud-burst 
of tropical violence. Nyman did not move an inch 
to seek shelter. Sitting astride on the up-tumed 
bai^ he let the rushing rain soak into his very 
bones, revelling, luxuriating in a transport of 
galvanic exhilaration. The artillery of the skies 
was mu^c in his ears, but more greedily still he 
drank in the sound of quick-firing musketry, as 
the monster nun-pellets impinged crackling against 
the river's surface. It was just what he wanted. 
The river would run to-morrow swollen and fierce 
headlong and overmastering in its doubled volume 
and torrent-like bulk. From such a river one 
could expect anything. The thunder should roar 
more loudly, the sluices of the heavens open wider 
yet. It seemed to him he was prolon^ng the fury 
of the tempest by the very force of his wiU. 

It was two hours and more before the storm 
abated, and even then it was with a feeling of 
discontent that Nyman saw the disordered elements 
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setde back into thdr normal state. He was aftaid 
that in the lull which followed, his own inner ferment 
would assert itself mightily by contrast and carry 
him off his feet For, although his preparations 
were now complete, there was the hardest part of 
his undertaking to be got through yet — the waiting. 
But he bore the ordeal far better than he had 
expected. He bore it with the complacent patience 
of the starving man^ who, at the end of his fast has 
been promised a sumptuous repast By-and-by the 
pall of massive murkiness grew rarer overhead, 
shimmering out at last into feint patches of amber 
on the horizon to the east. Then the dawn came 
on rapidly, broadening apace into the radiance of 
the sunrise that gave promise of a brilliant summer's 
day. The smell of the rejuvenated soil rose up in 
delirious exhalations, intoxicating all things, living 
and inanimate, with a new joy of life. Only the 
river still swirled on, gloomily, sullen, and fierce, 
impervious to all the glint and glamour and melody 
of the world. Nyman saw it and was glad. The 
river, his inveterate enemy, he had never loved it 
till now. For once it had become his fiiend. 

When it got to be between six and seven, he 
received plenty of company. The daily exodus 
from Ditomar had begun. By twos and threes 
came the would-be passengers, the hawkers with 
their great packs, to make their way across into the 
wealthier trading district beyond. It would have 
been false economy to take the road leading to the 
bridge, for the half-hour's tramp along the difficult 
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ground} still dank and sodden with the downpour, 
and frequently interspersed with miniature lagoons, 
would have left them s[>ent and worn out before 
they had well begun the day's proper fatigue. But 
Nyman made short shift with them. To all and 
sundry he made reply that he must not budge. 
Not threats nor cajolery nor bribes could move 
him. He had received strict instructions from his 
Excellency the Governor to keep himself in readiness 
for his Excellency's convenience. Would they ever 
dream of (^sobeying his Excellency's orders ? So 
they trudged off towards the bridge, grumbling, 
calling Nyman a mad, lazy rascal, and inveighing 
against the Evil Will, which, when they had already 
once in a way made up their minds to spend two 
copecks, was churlish enough to interfere even with 
their extravagance. And, as a consolation to them- 
selves, they hoped that the same Evil Will would 
put it into his Excellency's head to give Nyman no 
compensation for the fortune of tips he had lost 
that morning by making him dance attendance on 
him. And their opinion of Nyman *s sanity was by 
no means improved when he assured them with 
mysterious conviction that, despite all their wishes 
to the contrary, he had made full arrangements that 
for all he had done and had not done, his Excellency 
should recoup him most handsomely. 

It had got towards ten o'clock. Nyman knew 
that now he was free from interruption till the 
dinner-hour. Now his Excellency might cone. 
And come he did, very soon after, Nyman leapt 
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to his feet at the summoning shout from behind 
that called him to attention. He gave a quick 
glance at the comer. Good, de Koratoff was alone. 
It would have made no diilnrence if he had not 
come alone, but, of course, it was better so. All 
deference and hiunility, Nyman held the barge, 
which was again floating full on the water, in 
position for the Governor to step in. His arm 
shook a litd^ perl^aps. 

** Will your Excellency be pleased to be seated 
there ? " he said, pointing to the oilskin-covered 
thwart forward. 

De Koratoff shot him a stern, silent look of 
inquiry. 

*• The river is running rather strong after last 
night's rain. It won't be quite safe to stand," 
explained Nyman. 

With a shoulder-shrug de Koratoff sat down. 
Nyman swung nimbly in after him, and, stemming 
the huge pole against the bank, pushed off. 

De Koratoff sat lost in thought, his chin sup- 
ported on his closed fist. Then sometiiing strange 
in the movement of the boat drew his notice. He 
looked up with a start, to see himself in mid-stream, 
the barge-pole floating in the water alongside. With 
an exclamation of anger he faced round, and saw 
Nyman standing behind him, a short, stout cudgel 
in his hand. 

** What's the meaning of this, you dog ? " he 
crv' 1, hoarse with rage. ** We are drifting down — 
we shall be caught in the eddy." 
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He referred to the whirlpool, which, formed by 
mysterious natural causes half a mile down the feny, 
made that part of the river a terror to navigation. 

" The eddy ? " repeated Nyman, returning his 
glance unmoved. " Oh yes, that's exactly where 
we are bound for, de KoratoflF.'* 

" De Koratoff— you hound of a Jew ? " 

The Governor's face had turned purple, and his 
hand went flash-like to his pocket Nyman laughed. 

" Save yourself the trouble of looking, my dear 
de Koratoff," he swd dryly. " You haven't got your 
revolver with you. It wouldn't go into that tight- 
fitting tunic you're wearing. And even if you had, 
this would have been first ; " and he raised the 
cudgel threateningly. 

" What do you want of me ? " asked the 
Governor, the colour ebbing perceptibly from his face 

"Not much. I only want you to die. Oh, 
make up your mind. It's got to be — you can't 
escape it. If you shout — who is there to hear you, 
or help you i " 

And he pointed to the deserted banks with the 
angry wash of the river dashing itself into froth 
against them. 

^'Why do you do this ? " asked de Koratoff, having 
given one last look round to see that he was doomed. 

"For various reasons, my friend and enemy. 
For one, that my late crony, Baruch, may marry your 
daughter ; for another, that my innocent brothers 
and sisters may not be massacred in their beds ; but 
chiefly, de Koratoff, that I may find my level. You 
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told me at that memorable interview of ours that 
you were strongly desirous I should find my level. 
But, as it happens, de KoratofF, it mil be your level 
too, and I sh^ be in good company." 

De KoratofF listened to him, his brow wrinkling 
with puzzled thought. 

*' There is only one thing I understand out of 
these maunderings of yours," he said slowly. " You 
have found out — Satan knows how — that I am 
harbouring some plot agiunst your fellow- Jews here. 
You wish to kill me to save them. What if I 
undertake, on condition of your sparing my life, 
that they should go unharmed ? " 

*'De Koratoif, you are going to die," replied 
Nyman, imperturbably. " Don't go to your judg- 
ment with a lie on your lips. Answer me truthfully, 
as you hope for mercy, would you have kept your 
word ? " 

The Governor turned away, drawing a deep 
breath, and his face, set as in a vice, showed that he 
had arrived at his final resolution. 

" Very good, then," he said half aloud. " I will 
die. I deserve to die for having done what I did. 
I, one of the Em[)eror*s representatives, have haggled 
for my life with a Jew I " 

"That's right — ^look at it philosophically," said 
Nyman. '* You know as well as 1 do that within an 
hour of my bringing you back to land you would 
have had me chuned and hanged. As to my 
brothers, all those you could have got into your 
clutch, you would have flayed them singly with yoiur 
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ovn hand. You see, that comes of having a bad 
reputation, de Koratoff. Don't get impatient, we 
shall soon be there." 

They were fast approaching the outer sweep of 
the eddy. 

*'Now watch, de Koratoff," continued Nyman — 
''watch and admire the brilliance of my idea. I had 
to kill you, but in such a way that no one should be 
any the wiser, or else your satellites would have 
required a scap>^oat for every hair on your head. 
You and I and this barge are going to the bottom. 
You may reappear, I may reappear, but this bai^ 
has to stay down — very fortunately for my successor 
— and your death wUl be an accident, pure and 
nmple. You siud we Jews had no right to study at 
the universities. Well, the peculiar bent of my 
genius had to find an oudet somehow — very un- 
fortunately for you. Here we go." 

He took two paces backward and stamped once 
and twice upon the square plug at the stern. With 
the third stamp he forced it ou^ and through the 
gaping orifice the waters came swling in, filling the 
boat instantly. 

De Koratoff was standing up, drawn to his full 
height his arms folded across his broad chest. 

" And I did not even kiss my daughter good- 
bye," he said quietiy. 

" Don't fret about that — ^you have left an excel- 
lent deputy in my friend Baruch." 

And Baruch, the name of his friend Baruch, was 
the last word Nyman Lichtenberg ever spoke. 
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The Prefect looked distinctly bored as he lounged 
that afternoon in the drawing-room, turning over 
the pages of an illustrated back number. Madame 
de KoratofF intercepted his third }rawn. She smiled 
at him indulgently. 

*' I don't blame you for feeling dull, my dear 
Sergei," she said. " Fancy having to get through a 
day like this with three women on your hands." 

And with a sweep of her arm she indicated the 
baroness and Alma in addition to herself. 

*• 1 think I'm missing Karol," replied the Prefect. 
** The young rascal was, on the whole, very amusing, 
although his temper was a little uncertain at times. 
He didn't seem at all pleased at having his furlough 
cut short in that unceremonious fashion. But I 
have an idea what his reason for that was." 

He nodded with a significant smile towards Alma. 
The baroness caught the nod, and from her look of 
displeasure he saw that there had been something 
inopportune in his remark. He remembered that 
he had not yet had an opportunity of discussing the 
young man's abrupt departure with his wife. Alma 
also ignored the remark, except that her head drooped 
a littie lower over her embroidery. 

289 u 
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"Yes, the poor boy seemed very upset," said 
Madame de Koratoff, with a &int sigh. " And the 
worst of it was that he left in such a hurry that there 
seemed absolutely no time for anything." 

** What, for instance, mamma ? " asked Alma, 
with rather a sharp ring in her question. 

"Oh, for making arrangements about his next 
visiV* replied Madame de KoratoiF, who, for her 
par^ bad not had an opportunity, or, if she would 
admit the truth, had not had the courage to discuss 
her nephew's departure mth her daughter. In any 
case, she felt that this was not the time to dwell on 
the subject, and that it was best to give the con- 
versation a turn. 

" But I think it was very wrong of Paul to leave 
you like this, Sergei," she proceeded. ** He might 
have postponed his visit to the barracks till next 
week, when, unfortunately, he will have no more 
obligations to keep you amused. I must say "—and 
her ^e clouded — " that I never like his going to see 
the garrison officers at any time." 

Alma's cheeks grew flushed at this insinuation 
of her father's gambling habits. 

" But, my dear mamma," she broke in warmly, 
" papa said he had to visit the barracks on business, 
very urgent and important business — didn't he^ 
Uncle Sergei ? You heard him." 

"Yes, yes, I heard him say so," assented the 
Prefect, gravdy embarrassed. For at Alma's last 
remark the door had opened, and Volkmann, entering 
just then, had evidently taken it in. 
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" I tx>o can vouch for the accuracy of Mademoi- 
selle Alma's statement ; I also heard his Excellency 
say so," he observed with a smile, which somehow 
seemed out of keeping with the tenseness of his 
voice. ** His Excellency also happened to mention 
to me in passing that he would be back about six." 

Alma looked at her watch. 

'* It's half-past five now. I'm going down to the 
ferry to meet him," she satd, with sudden decision. 

" If there is no objection, I will do myself the 
pleasure of accompanying Mademoiselle Alma," 
said Volkmann, with a bow which applied indefinitely 
both to the girl and to Madame de KoratofF, 

"Why, certwnly you may, Mr. Volkmann," the 
latter answered readily. 

** But you must give me a few minutes. Mademoi- 
selle Alma," swd Volkmann, turning from her to 
the Prefect '* I came to ask your Excellency if you 
would have the goodness to sign a few letters that 
should go by to-night's post" 

"By all means, Volkmann," sud the Prefect, 
with alacrity. 

" We shall meet outside, Mr. Volkmann," said 
Alma, as she saw him pause for an instant before 
following the Prefect. 

She herself left the room a few moments later, 
and out in the corridor found the baroness hastening 
after her. She stopped to give her time to come 
abreast. 

** I shall not detain you very long. Alma," said 
the baroness, in a low tone. " I only want to ask 
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you, my dear child, whether you had sufficient reason 
for sending your cousin away. Of coiu-se, you did 
send him away, didn't you ? " 

" I did, Aunt Adfele," replied Alma, looking at 
her frankly. " And you may rest assured that I had 
ample reason for it" 

"So fer so good," resumed the baroness. 
" There is only one other thing I want to say. Did 
not Mr. Volkmann take your permission to accom- 
pany you rather too much as a foregone conclusion i 
Please don't be angry with me, child — you know I 
have no one's happiness so much at heart as yours. 
Still, have you considered all the circumstances of 
the case ? " 

" I have considered most of them. The re- 
mainder. Aunt Adele, I hope to dispose of during 
our walk." 

" The remainder — yes. But there may be certun 
aspects which may escape you," said the baroness, 
her thoughts dwelling on what she supposed to be 
her exclusive knowledge of Volkmann's origin. 

"There may be," replied Alma, firmly. "You 
may, however, be sure, Aunt . Ad&le, that I shall 
keep weU in mind the most important consideration 
of all" 

"And what is that. Alma ?*' 

"That my dear father must be the ultimate 
arbiter of my fate." 

" Ah, in that case I am content I " exclaimed the 
baroness, with visible relief. " As long as you are 
satisfied to throw the final responsibility on your 
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father, I — I am perfectly willing to refrain from 
joining you two in your walk." 

** Thank you, Aunt Adile," Alma replied simply, 
as she returned the baroness's cordial embtace. 

On stepping out into the garden, she found 
Volkmann ^ready waiting for her. They b^n 
their walk in silence, he looking at her sideways and 
thinking how much more adorable she seemed in 
her embarrassment, which he, not unnaturally, set 
down to the constraint of being alone with him for 
the first time since the avowal of her love. He was 
in no hurry to break the silence ; it implied for him 
a delicious intimacy that thrilled him to the marrow. 
At last his gaze seemed to compel hers, for she lifted 
her face to his slowly, steadily. 

" Dearest," he whispered rapturously. 

She made no reply, but continued to look at 
him searchingly. The keenness of his joy kept him 
blunt to the purposefulness of her look. 

"Oh, dearest, dearest," he whispered again, 
"please let me hear you say that you are happy. 
You should at least be a little happier than you were 
yesterday. The shadow of the sword of Damocles 
that hung over our heads has lifted. I don't know, 
I don't want to know, why Karol has gone from 
here. I only want to know that your life feels a 
little brighter from my love." 

**One shadow may have gone — only to give 
place to another," she answered, so softly that it 
seemed she did not care whether he heard her or 
not. 
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"What do you mean, dearest — what other 
shadow ? " he asked. 

*'AU secrets are shadows," she swd, looking 
away from him. 

In a flash of intuition he guessed to what she 
referred. Again, as in the mystery of Karol, he felt 
no curiosity to ask questions, to Bnd out the inward- 
ness of her information. It seemed to him the most 
natural thing in the world that she should know 
what he had not told her. The roots of their 
mutual sympathy seemed to strike so deep into the 
core of their inmost beings, that they might well 
communicate all things to one another by mute 
transmission. 

" Why did you think, dear one, that I was going 
to keep it a secret ? " he asked quietly. 

'* Oh,- 1 knew you would not," she cried, break- 
ing into joy as dry tinder bursts into flame at the 
touch of the quickening spark. ** I knew I had 
only forestalled you. You will speak — you will tell 
my father, will you not ? Oh, let there be nothing 
deceitful, nothing underhand in our love. Let it be 
frank, and unashamed or unafraid of anything, even 
to the very nakedness of the truth. Oh, Boris, 
Boris, tell me again that you did not intend to keep 
this a secret from me." 

*' I can do more than that Alma mine ; I can 
prove it to you," he replied, glowing at her 
importunity. 

" Prove it to me ? " she echoed, with the feintest 
tinge of disbelief in her voice. 
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"Usten, dearest I am only waiting for your 
Other's return to take him into my confidence. It 
is not a matter of choice that I will tell him of my 
past, of my antecedents ; it is a vital necessity, a 
reason of life and death. You shall know, dearest, 
how impossible it was that I should remain silent" 

" Oh, more mystery," she faltered. " Why will 
you not tell me now ? Why must I wwt till my 
father returns ? " 

" You shall not wwt till then," he said quickly. 
" You shall know in a few minutes. I am taking 
you to see a dear ^end of mine. I want you to 
hear what I have to say to him, and what he has to 
say to me. Everything will become clear to you 
from that" 

" A great friend of yours ? " she asked, wonder- 
ing. *' Ah, yes, of course you were born here — you 
have old associations." Then she added with a quiet 
rapture : " Oh, the first time I met you, when we 
spoke of Ditomar, did we ever dream it would come 
to this ? Oh, you wonderful man I " She paused, 
her gaze attracted by thr« Jewish pedlars, who at 
that moment skulked by with furtive hang-^og 
glances at them. " To think what you might have 
been, and what, through nothing but yourself, you 
are now ! " 

He smiled proudly, such a smile of pride, 
perhaps, as that wherewith a king receives his crown. 
Whatever life might have in store for him, it could 
offer him no greater triumph than the prwse which 
had just been bestowed upon him. No, none quite 
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as great, but here he was coming face to face with a 
moment almost equally supreme — the amends which 
Njrman had promised him. He thrilled at the 
prospect of hearing the only man he held dear pay 
him the tribute due to him, and more precious for 
having been deferred, in the presence of the only 
woman he loved. What a happier combination 
could he have asked of hte ? And then the con- 
comitant thrills to be derived from that auspicious 
meeting I Nyman's admission, grudging and 
difficult, perhaps, of AIma*s worth, his consent 
probably no less grudging and recalcitrant to the 
amelioration of his lot through Baruch's and Alma's 
united help ; and lastly, and chiefest of all, the 
gladdening hope, — which Alma, as intermediary, 
should turn into a certainty, — of averting the impend- 
ing horror which would otherwise make the re- 
mainder of his life a hideous nightmare. In 
everything, over everything, was Alma — Alma, 
gracious, propitious, benignant, as her very name 
implied, adjusting the conflicting issues that centred 
round unhappy Nyman, his fiiend, and dread de 
Koratoff, her l&ther. . . . 

There was littie else said between them till they 
were in sight of the river's brink. Volkmann saw 
at a glance that the place where the ferry-barge had 
its customary stead was empty. The mark of its 
broad prow was clearly indented upon the soft bank. 
Perhaps Nyman was just taking a &e across ; but 
no, the expanse of the river, as ^ as could be seen 
to right and left, showed vacant^ except for a 
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rambling raft, loaded with logs, floating lazily down 
the stream. No doubt the barge had got loose and 
had drifted a little way down into the forest of water- 
willows that fringed the sides, and Nyman had gone 
in pursuit of it Volkmann was just turning to 
Alma with tender solicitude to inquire whether the 
^tigue of making a search would not be too much 
for her, when the confused hum of many voices, 
mingling excitement with consternation, came to 
their ears across the intervening thickets. Volk- 
mann started and turned pale as a fierce spasm of 
intuition flashed through his mind : something had 
happened to Nyman — something was wrong with 
Nyman, Nothing else could have put that abysmal 
feeling of apprehension into his heart. Ainu had 
run lightly up a neighbouring little knoll, where, as 
she stood on tip-toes, her gaze could just clear the 
obstacles between. 

" Yes, there are a lot of people over there," she 
called to Volkmann. "I wonder what all the 
commotion is about — a lot more are running down 
to the river. Shall we go and see ? " 

'* No, dear ; if you don't mind, let me go alone," 
he replied huskily. 

*• If you wish it," she assented instantly. *• Only 
don't stay long. Papa may be back at any moment 
now." 

He answered the hand-kiss she blew him with a 
wan smile, and bounded away, his heart beating 
furiously, as he broke through the twining tentacles 
of undergrowth that hampered him at every step. 
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He noted, wi^ increasing feaTj that the nearer he 
came to the scene of the commotion, the Winter and 
more subdued grew the excited hum, as though the 
fiill sense of what had happened were coming home 
more overpoweringly to the assembled throng. And 
hy the 6me he had come into the range of vision, 
it had all died into a ftxizen hush. A haze was over 
his eyes, and he could as yet see nothing clearly — ■ 
only that four men were lifting something to their 
shoulders, something that was limp and dripped 
dankly widi a sickening air of unconcern. The 
bearers had begun to move, but Volkmann reraiuned 
rooted to the spot, rooted all the firmer when he 
recognized who their burden was. It was only when 
he saw the direction they were taking and re- 
membered the watcher on the hillock they would 
have to pass, that he rushed forward across thdr 
path with a fiirious shout. 

" You fools, you dolts, why do you go this way ? 
Is there no other road that you can take him ? " 

They paused for a moment and one of the men 
explained with sullen deference that that was the 
shortest cut to the Government House, and that 
they would consider it a &vour if his honour would 
permit them to get through with their disagreeable 
task as quickly as possible. 

Volkmann stepped aside and let them pass, 
falling into rank with the procession mechanically, 
and with a sense of fatalistic futility which left him 
to face helplessly the rushing tide of the inevitable; 
Yes, and here it came, in the shape of the white-clad. 
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graceful figure hunying full into their course. 
He dashed towards her insensatelyj with a vague 
idea of stopping her at all costs ; but it was un- 
necessary, she had halted of her own accord. She 
had seen all that was necessary for her. She, if an^ 
one, shoxild know that gold-braided uniform. She 
made no moan, she uttered no ay. Only a glassy 
tenseness came into her eyes. Then, with a sudden 
movement she turned and walked along with them, 
ri^d and erect. Oh, that inexorable law of nobUsse 
oblige! The father she loved so much was dead, 
and she escorted him without a tear. There must 
be no dishonouring of her grief before the prying, 
ignoble crowd. 

Another thing Volkmann noted. This was the 
hoiv, of all others, when she should nesde to him 
for support, when they should feel their two hearts 
beating against one another. But instead, they 
walked apart — as with an invisible presence dividing 
them. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

An atmosphere of desolate yet dignified gloom 
pervaded the Government House the follo^ng day. 
Monsieur de KoratofTs mortal remains now lay in 
the state reception-room in the full funereal pomp 
of catafUque and pall and man-high wax tapers^ and 
with all the orders and insignia of his rank and 
office duly displayed. The servants tip-toed about 
with frightened, tear-stuned faces through the silent 
corridors, and neither courtyard nor stables showed 
any sign of their wonted bustle and activity. It 
was clear that the energetic hand which had set all 
this machinery moving had irrevocably lost its 
power. 

It was only in the library that one might have 
come across any indication of a strenuous interest in 
the ailairs of this world. It was there that the 
Prefect and Volkmann sat engaged in discussing 
what was evidently a subject of the utmost import- 
ance to the two of them. Twice already Volkmann 
had risen to mark that, for his part, the discussion 
might be considered at an end ; but on both occasions 
the Prefect had obliged him to be seated again, and 
to go over the ground already covered by them 
tie novo. But when Volkmann rose for the third 
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time, the Prefect also got on to his feet, shrugging 
his shoulders and shaking his head in token of his 
utter resourcelessness. Then, seeing that further 
speech would be wasted, he placed his hand on the 
young man's shoulder with a gesture of fetherly 
anxiety. 

''Look here, Volkmann, try the old remedy, 
twenty-four hours of reflection. It worked once or 
twice before, you know." 

"And therefore I know when it is useless," 
replied Volkmann, firmly. "I assure your Excel- 
lency that I have crowded into the past night more 
thought than I hope to be called upon to expend in 
any twelvemonth to come." 

" You look it," the Prefect said bluntly, with a 
swift glance at the other's hazard ^e and sunken 
eyes. 

" And tliereforc I would ask your Excellency to 
do me this one last kindness of taking this as my 
ultimatum. No, not quite the last," he corrected 
himself ; " as the very last, I would ask you to pass 
my request on to madame la baronesse." 

** Yes, yes, my boy, I shan't forget about that," 
replied the Prefect 

And before he had time for another word 
Volkmann had quitted the room, leaving the Prefect 
in a perfect ferment of agitation, which had by no 
means subsided when a little while later the baroness 
looked in on him for a few minutes in the interval 
of ministering to the helplessly prostrate Madame 
de Koratoff. 
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"What do you think of it ? " he askedf when he 
had given her the purport of his interview with 
Volkmann. 

" What am I to think of it ? " she counter- 
questioned him, with a shrug of her shoulders. 

** But, for Heaven's sake, AdMe, don't take it in 
that lackadaisical way," cried the Prefect, hotly. 
" The thing can't be left like this. You must take 
him in hand yourself. With your undoubted in- 
fluence over him, I am sure you will succeed where 
my own powers of persuasion failed." 

*' I shall do no such thing," replied the baroness, 
shaking her head decisively. ** Knowing Volkmann 
as we do, we ought at least to pay him the compli- 
ment of not trjring to interfere with his decision. 
To offer him fiu-ther inducements would be nothing 
short of an insult to him. He is not a baby to be 
bribed with lollipops. You ought to know that he 
must have weighty reasons for this drastic and un- 
expected step of his, espedally when he refuses to 
state these reasons." 

"A fine ending to our holiday," the Prefect 
cried almost lachrimosely. '* De Koratoff dead, and 
now Volkmann " 

"You might have known, Sergo, that poor 
Paul's accidental death would only be the precursor 
to something else ; misfortunes never come singly." 

"I suppose there is no doubt as to its being 
acddental," mused the Prefect 

** All the investigations point that way. Volkmann 
himself took the matter in hand, so you can rely on 
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its having been looked into thoroughly. Strangely 
enough, he seems to have been more spedally 
concerned, all last evening and again this morning, 
with ascett^ning the htc of the ferryman, and he 
has come to the conclusion that the poor fellow has 
also perished. There is absolutely no trace of him. 
The boat presumably got out of hand in the violent 
current and, having got swept down to the whirl- 
pool you have heard them speak of, was sucked 
under. They found the pole not very fiir off 
entangled in the rushes." 

'*Ah, well, I suppose there's no other way of 
accounting for it," sighed the Prefect "After all, 
the mun fact we have to deal with is that de Koratoff 
is gone — and Volkmann going. What is to be 
done, Adile ? " 

"To make the best of it," was the quick reply. 

" Very well, then. By the way, he begged you 
to ask Alma to see him for a few minutes. Will you 
teUher?" 

" Certainly." 

" Do you know, Adele, I am banning to think 
tha^ after, all there may be some complication there 
which may have influenced him in his starding 
resolution." 

** There may or may not be — that can hardly 
make any difierence now," replied the baroness, as 
she swept out 

Volkmann was keeping his lonely sentry-go in 
the dining-room, directing ftequent glances towards 
the door through which he momentarily expected 
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Ainu to appear. In his heart a dire struggle for 
supremacy was being waged by his impatience to see 
her and his dread of the ordeal which he knew her 
coming must bring to him. However much he had 
nerved himself for it, he could not guarantee against 
a breakdown, a radical upheaval of his painfully 
achieved determination, till he had it all safely 
behind him. Among the chaos, into which the 
unforeseen happenings of yesterday had thrown his 
soul, one thing stood out firm and unshakable — the 
reason why he made no attempt to remind her of his 
existence,of his contiguity during that bitter homeward 
pilgrimage of hers the day before, the reason why he 
had not dared to make the attempt. It had thrust 
itself upon him at sight of de KoratoflTs dead face, 
it had been his constant companion all during his 
frenzied search for his vanished A'iend. It flamed 
upon him, a pointing sword, out of the dark firma- 
ment of his baffled life. And all these dread things 
he would have to say to her when she came 1 

At last he saw her enter, with a slow, drag^ng 
gait, her eyes downcast, and the whiteness of her 
face, set in sharp relief against her mourning-dress, 
heightening her clear-cut beauty. It needed all his 
self^ontrol to prevent him firom rushing forward and 
catching the pathetic, woe-begone figure in his arms. 
But in all pity for her he dared not strike such a 
fidse note, a note so discordant to the issue to which, 
by racking his heart to its full pitch, he had at last 
attuned himself. There was also about her — or was 
it but his fancy ? — a ^^gue ur of shrinking and 
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reticence which seemed to imply that she neither 
expected nor desired any vigorous demonstration of 
sympathy and comfort. Slowly, silendy he stepped 
up to her and took both her hands in his, to which 
she made no demur. It was some moments before 
he could get himself to speak. 

" I know that your mother needs you at her side," 
he said gendy, "but could you not spare a minute 
to send me a message since yesterday f *' 

" Heaven have mercy upon me," she rejJied 
brokenly, " but, if you will only believe me, I have 
spared you a great many minutes since yesterday. 
I have been at work on your message all the time," 
she added, wearily putting her hand to her head. 

" Did it then give you so much pain as all that ? *' 
he asked, tightening his grip while softening his tone. 

** Not so much pain, I suppose, as having the 
heart torn from one's breast," she replied, with a 
dim smile, " but it hurt gready nevertheless." 

" Then let me hear it. Perhaps the telling will 
ease you." 

" Yes, God help me, perhaps the telling will ease 
nie," she said, with quivering lips; "Boris, my 
message to you is this : we must forget all we have 
said to one another these last few days by word or 
by look. We must forget everything, for there is 
nothing which will ever take away the barrier 
between us." 

Nervelessly he let her hands slip from his. That 
was the only outward sign of his emotion. But 
within him there rose up, measuring their strength 
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against one another, his pain and a grim wonder at 
the coincidence which made her thoughts run in 
such accurately parallel lines with hts. She did not 
pause to notice how he took her words, but con- 
tinued, widi but a dry sob that served her in place 
of catching her breath. 

** You will want to know, of course, to what I 
refer. Or rather, you have probably already guessed 
it. I am not saying it by way of the reproach which 
the world — my world — unjustly attaches to the feet : 
Boris, at one time you were a Jew." 

"Your statement is wrong. Alma," he said 
quietly. 

A gleam of hope flashed into her eyes. 

" That is, it is wrong to say that I was a Jew," 
he proceeded unmoved. ** Alma, I still am a Jew. 
Since yesterday I have gone back to my people." 

She was again her former wan, hopeless self. 

" That hardly makes any difference, Boris," she 
resumed. "It only adds a few unnecessary inches 
to the barrier, for the barrier was sky-high even 
before. Oh, if it but rested with me to raze it to 
the ground. I should claw at it with my bare 
fingers until I had made them raw to the blood. 
But the power is not with me ; it has passed irrevoc- 
ably out of my hands. It is with the dead, Boris. 
If my father had lived, all things might have been 
possible. I should have implored him, grovelling 
at his feet, to give his consent to our marriage ; and, 
stubborn as he was in his hatred of your race — 
perhaps, perhaps he would have yielded. But what 



T,Googlc 



THE FERRY OF FATE 307 

can I do now ? I cannot ask htm because he cannot 
hear me, because he cannot answer me. And his 
silence means to me refusal. All through my life I 
should be hearing his dumb rebuke for doing a thing 
to which I did not have time to reconcile him. I 
should be haunted by the impotent resentment which 
I should know him to be feeling in his grave, and> 
Boris — it is a terrible thought, but I cannot thrust it 
from my mind — some time or other a little of that 
resentment might creep into my love for you." 

His (ace was a mask of judicial calm as he 
listened. He seemed to be putting her words into 
a scale and weighing them to a hair's weight. Then 
he said — ■ 

*' Alma, before I speak — are you determined on 
this ? " 

** Yes, Boris — and oh, do not reproach me for 
wishing to keep my love for you intact." 

** Let us leave that out of the question ; I have 
other things to tell you." 

** Yes, yes, tell me," she urged. 

*' Only one dim spark of gladness do I see for 
myself in this dark vastness of my heartache," he 
said, clenching his fist as though in open rebellion 
gainst the cruel necessity of it all, "and that is, 
Alma, that the first word of parting has come from 
you. It is you who said that this must be, not I. It 
will relieve for me in the future the nagging thought 
that for what the world might call a quixotic senti- 
ment I have flung away the greatest happiness of my 
life, ph, Alma, Alma, now only does it come home 
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to me how true must be the accord between our 
hearts, inasmuch as the same thing brings us both, 
hy widely diiFering ways, to the same issue. Alma, 
when I asked you to come to me here, it was to tell 
you for my own part that our pa^s must lie asunder. 
And the motive which made that necessary for me — 
for me, too. Alma, it was your Other's death." 

*' You, too, thought of him diunb and helpless 
there in his grave 1 " she cried. " Oh, Boris, Boris 1 " 

"Yes, Ainu ; only his helplessness bore to me a 
different meaning," he said, his Ups tighdy drawn. 
** Bu^ Alma, before I come to that, I have to strike 
a long way back. Be patient with me and listen, 
God knows when you will be listening to me again. 
I shall be frank, Alma, and you will be glad, for it 
urill kill your love for me quickly and without a 
chance of its resurrection." 

She faced him, at first \rith the same air of alert 
distrust she had presented to him in their earlier 
days of antagonism and cross-purposes. And then, 
almost in the same breath, she recollected the duty 
she owed to thdr plighted, and blighted, troth, 
and composed herself into an attitude of shamed 
resignation. 

" Your fether. Alma, whether wittingly or un- 
wittingly — it is too late to go into details now — had 
done me a great wrong. I came here, I wormed 
myself into the intimacy of his house, burning with 
the *thirst for vengeance. I planned to do it by 
filching your love, by making you subservient to my 
will, to tie you to me hand and foot Yes, Alma, 
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to do you the deadly injury with which your in- 
tuition has already reproached me ; and then to fling 
you back into his arms, a broken, worthless thing. 
And so I would crush his spirit to the dust" 

Her eyes were wide with horror. 

** And — and this you intended to do to me ? " 
she stammered. 

"Yes, deliberately and of set purpose. And I 
should have done it, if you had not been too strong 
fbr me. As it was, I fell into the snare I had spread 
for you — it was I that became bound hand and foot. 
Now, Alma, is your love not dead yet ? " 

Mutely she shook her head again and again. 

"Then let me go on. Once more it came that 
your &ther threatened harm to my people. It was 
then tiiat I finally determined, as my one resource, 
to clium from him, as the husband of his child, the 
consideration I could not have expected from htm as 
a stranger. Do you not see. Alma — ^you still held 
only the second place with me, you were only the 
means and not the end. Am I still worthy of your 
love ? " 

*' Would to God you could ai^e me out of it I " 
came from her in a broken cry. 

He drew a deep breath. 

"Add then your ^ther died. His death was 
to me the finger of God, writing upon the skies 
in letters of fire, that my people were too great 
to be beholden to anything less than Providence 
itself. Not to a cipher like me were they to be 
indebted for their rescue. The Guardian of His 
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orphaned children usurped once more His august 
privilege." 

Finger of God — Providence — how else was he 
to put into words Nyman's deed, the deed to which, 
through that surprise midnight visit of hts, and in 
the light of after-events, he alone of living men held 
the clue ? Poor, great-hearted, cynical, blundering 
Nyman, what would he have said of the irony of it, 
of the ill-luck which made him as great a failure in 
death as he had been in life ? What would he have 
said had he known that instead, as he though^ of 
clearing the obstacles fi*om his Baruch's path, he had 
heaped them all together into one solid wall of 
insurmountable impossibili^ i He looked sorrow- 
fully at Alma. Could any one imagine that one so 
near of kin to that sweet-faced saint had made all 
this terrible business necessary ? 

Her next words were in strange apposition to 
his thoughts. 

" 1 don't quite follow all you say, Boris," she 
remarked, with quiet sadness. " I think you must 
be wrong in some things. My &ther was a good 
man— he meant no harm to anybody. Oh, Boris, 
I ask i^ I hope i^ for your dear sake— have you 
no stronger reason, no truer motive to help you 
bear the bimlen of your renunciation ? " 

*' Yes, Alma — that 1 have," he replied instantly, 
touched to the quick by her solicitude. " I have a 
motive for our parting which is stronger even than 
yours. There Is an unwritten ordinance In our 
fmth that no renegade may come into his own again 
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unless^ as penance and affliction of soul, he leave 
behind him what has become chiefest and dearest to 
him in his aposbite days. Alma, I am leaving you 
behind. I am buying my birthright back for the 
highest price that could be asked of any man." 

*' Thank you, Boris, for saying that — thank you 
for comforting me and withal exalting me to the 
level of what is best in your eyes," she s^d, her 
voice vibrating musically like the chords of a harp. 
And then her tone be^me strangely matter-of-fect. 
•* What are your plans for the future i " 

" To go away from here. Alma, somewhere to 
the lands of the West. I have already told tiie 
Prefect that I am leaving his service, instantly 
almost. 1 have no fear for myself. I have a career 
behind me at an age when other men are only just 
putting away their school-books." 

" Yes, have 1 not already told you ? You are 
wonderful," she said, gazing at him proudly with 
moist eyes. One or two tears welled over, but the 
rest she quickly choked back. 

*• That's right. Alma," he said, catching her to 
him with a sudden movement, <* don't weep. Ours 
is an uncommon fate — ^let us not vulgarize it by 
common people's ways." 

" Yes, Boris, neither by tears — nor by kisses," 
she said, drawing her mouth away from his ap- 
proaching lips. <*Let us always remember, Boris, 
that we have never kissed ; that we have gone away 
from one another with our love brimming over to 
the very edge, and not one drop of it wasted or 
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spilled. Let ours be indeed an uncommon fate — 
for the sake of all loving hearts, let it be un- 
paralleled." 

Her trembling hands sought his, and so they 
stood for some seconds. 

*< Must it be now ? " he asked, as he felt her 
tight grip gradually growing lax. 

" Yes, Boris, now. But, perhaps, not yet for a 
moment or two," she added, as an after-thought. 
"Tell me something, some good, helpful word— 
— nodiing savouring of makeshift, self-deception, or 
of illusive hope, but something sterling and worthy 
of you that I can cherish when you are gone." 

He pondered for a litde while how most fittingly 
to accede to her request, and then he said, all his 
soul in his voice — 

" I shall try. Alma, to say something worthy of 
your remembrance. 1 shall say this to you ; It is good 
that the nations, with their creeds, should remain 
separate and apart. Every nation has its individual 
virtues, and from the refining of these in the crucible 
of time shall spring forth one day the universal 
republic of God. Every £uth has its special truths, 
and ftom the sorting of these shall in the end come 
to light the one great truth which will consummate 
the joint salvation of mankind." 

" Thank you again, Boris. You have indeed 
given me a precious keepsake." 

With that she turned, and, stretching out her 
arms as if to grope her way, she left the room. 

He did not see her agam, although he did not 
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leave the house till the evening. The Prefect 
raised no fiirther objections to his hurried departure. 
He took his wife's word for it that Volkmann had 
his reasons. A fax more obvious reason, however, 
Volkmann had for sending his luggage to the ttuI- 
way-station by conveyance and himself getting there 
on foot. He wished on the way to pass die cemetery 
for one last look at his parents' graves. To his 
surprise, he found that he had been forestalled. 
They ahready had one visitor. The bowed figure of 
a woman was sitting by the graveside. He imme- 
diately recognized tt as Malka's. She gave a cry of 
dismay as she saw him approach. 

*' Why, what are you doing here, Malka ? " he 
asked gently. 

" Oh, have mercy — don't punish me too hard I " 
she exd^med, cowering back from him. 

" Who talks of punishing, Malka ? I only 
asked why you are here ? " 

** Oh, and I diought you had tracked me down. 
Well, then, I came to pray to your parents that they 
should ask you to forgive me." 

" Forgive you — for what, Malka i " 

*• For letting my cursed tongue speak of your 
secret to your enemies." 

Pardy he understood, pardy he guessed. 

" Oh, so it was you," he said indiflferendy. 
" Don't let that trouble you, Malka. You did me 
no harm by it ; on the contrary, it saved me con- 
siderable inconvenience." 

And he smiled at her kindly. 
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She was burning to ask him what he meant, but 
she did not have the courage. Then he told her of 
his own accord. 

"I am going away from here to-night, and I 
shall never come back ag^n. Here, please take 
this. I was going to send it to you by post," and 
he handed her a pack of rouble notes. " I want 
you to divide it into three. One-third to pay for 
Nyman's burial, if he should ever be found ; one- 
third to hand to the elders to build a wall round 
this cemetery ; and the last third for yourself to do 
with as you please. I am glad to have seen you 
agMn, Malka, Good-bye." 

Lighdy he brushed her hair with his fingers ; 
and then, stooping down, he gathered in a handful 
of earth from the graves and dropped it into his 
travelling-bag. It was wise to take a talisman with 
him into the new life on which he was adventuring 
forth. 

And long, long into the twilight distances of the 
dusk, there floated the echoes of Malka's sobs. 
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DOBSON (W. T.). 
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DRAMATISTS, T»E OLD. 

Edited by Lfll. Cdkninghjiu, Cr. 8T0, 

Bon JonBDii'B "VacM. mih Not«, 
Critical and Explanal^iry. and a Bi<h 
eiaphlcal UeiDOir by WILUAU GlFFORD. 

Cb&pman'a Vovka. Three Voig. Vol. 

Foemg and Minor translations! wltb aii 
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In ttieGrlpot the Law. 

From larorniacion Beoeivod. 

Tracked to Doom. 

■BylM"""" 
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Roarinic Flttlea 



EARLY ENGLISH POETS. 



Fletober'B (Ollaa) Poaou. One Vol. 
Davlea' (Sir John) fiompleta 

Poettoal Wm-ka. Two Vols. 
BIdney'a (Blr Phtllp) Complata 
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P.1SI &ya. llluitTatm boards, u. eacb. 
The Dead Ruwt. 
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What Will the World Say? 
For the Klnit. I K Hard Knot. 
In Paatoree are«n. 
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Fancy Free. | Loving A Dream. 
In Honour Boond. 
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The Dead Heart. CHEAt Edition, 



FRY'S (HERBERT) Royal 
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A Year's Work in Garden and 

Housebold HoPtloulturo. Dy Tom 

Tbe Qarden tliat Paid (lie Bent. 
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OAULOT (PAUL), Booka by. 
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..PIS. Crown evo. cloth, -ollb Frant 
Stanley WoOD.jj-M. i piciu 
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e Golden Shan. 
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Royal ifimo, ciolh, ii. M. 



GISSINQ (ALQERNON), Novels 

by. Crownavo,dolh,Blltlop.Oi.eacU 
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TbB IiDok of BaaFlDjj Camp, an 
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Fortuna'i Fool, | Dust. 
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The Olamouv of tha fmpoaUMe. 
TbFoutfli a Keybole. 



Matnpa'B Vagabond, ftc ( 
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HARDV (IZA DUFFUS), NoveU 



HARDY (Rev. E. J.). -Love, 
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HARKINS IE. F.).— The Schem- 
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Coloured FronLlapiece and 74 lOusln- 

The Art of Dreaa. with 33 lUustra- 
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of tba Camera,. 



HBALY (CHRIS), Hooks by. 



HECKETHOKN (C. W.), Books 



HELPS (Sir ARTHUR), Books 

Animal! and tbeli Maatan. 

Social P raaaura. 

Ivan de Blron. Crown im, cloth 

HENDERSON ifSAACl.-Agatha 
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HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 

Bnjub.Cba Juggler. Demy Svo. cloth. 
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CHATTO &* WINDUS, PUBUSHERS, 



HERTZKA {Dr. THEODORI.- 
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HESSE-WARTEOO ICHE- 

VALIER ERMaT VOM.-TudU: 
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HILL {HEADONj.— Zambra the 
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HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 
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HORNIMAN (ROY). — Bellamy 



Btlntfarae. | A Tblef In tHe Hliht. 
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HOLIOAV, Where to go for a. 

By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAXWELL, JOHK 

WATSON, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovbtt 

l.AKCE, I.' W. URAHAM, J. M. SALTER, 

PhiebeAllkn, S. J. Becbbtt. L. Havers 
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HU^aERPORD IMre.). Novels 
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Ibe ProfMsor'a Bxp«vUnaBt. 
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Lady Vamar-B TIKbt. 
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Ihe Bed-HoQia Mystery. 
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April'! Lai^. 

A Maldsn All Forlorn. 

Til* Threa Graoe*. 

A Hen^tal BCmetfla. 



The AntocTst of the Bpoakhai 



clolh.^Utap.Jj, nel.i iealher. KIJl edge 

The Antoorat it the Breaklut- 
Table and The Profeaaor at th« 
BreakfUt-Table. Inoae voL,pDsi 

HOOD'S iTHOMAS) Choice 
Work! Id Prose and Verse. " "' 

Lift n( the Aulhor. Porlrail, am 

Hood'aHnHma&ndOddltlH. With 



Marvel. . 
In Dnranoev 



An AdxIou* V 



K Modem Circe, 



HUNrs (LEIQH) Essays: A 

Tale for a Cblmney Csnwr, Ac 

Ed. by E. OLLIEH. Pusl 8™. bilt-d, 21. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 



HOPKINS (TIOHEi, Novels by. 



TnlKt iiOTa and Duty. 

The Incomplete " 

TheHutanta ' 
Hell HaJMif 



HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of 
M. Pasteur's .'^ysieni. By Remaud 
StrioB. M.& Croivn 8vo, cloth, 61. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 
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INMAN (HERBERT) and 

riARTLBY AAPDEN.-TIM Tew- of 

Kalee. Crov,Ti 8vQ,claih,Bm lof ' 

INMEMORIAM: Verses for every 

Day. Seleelcd by mev Ridley. S - 

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK 

(Tlw) ud Llceniad VlctuiUli 
IHaniul, By |, Trevor-Dav 

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR. 

SoDEl dl. Ediltd bv A. PERCEVAt 

GR«VE3. Poit 8VQ, Clolh, 2!. ' ' 



JONES "(WILLIAM, F.S.A.), 

Books by. Cr. Stb, cJoih, 31. td. ocb. 
IPlnfeF-RlDgliOTe: Hietarfca], Lcgend- 

Cronma and Coronatloni. 



JOSEPHUS, The Complete 

Work* of. Tratwialed bj Wiluam 
Whistok. Conlalni:^ 'ThcAnUqitiUH 
of llic Jewi.' and -Tbc Wan or the Jen,' 
Witb ss lllustialioni nut Ua|». Tu-o 
VoLa.. acmr 8to. halt-cloth, iii. lid. 

KGATINQ (JOSEPH).— Maurice. 



KERSHAW (.MARK). 

Facta and FIcllona: Humi 
Sketches. Post 9vo,lUii9ttatcd bi 
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Vilh «i 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 



JEFPERIES (RICHARD], by. 

Tti« Op«n Alp. Posl S10, clolii, u. ( 
LAHQE Type, Fine Paper Edctcos, i>i 



Type, Fine Paper EpirioH, poll Std.cI., 
__ Eil' 'op. ". net : leather, gill edges, jj.net 
The U(e of ttaa Field*. Tost aio, 

EDITIOS.poilSvo.clath, gUtlop, 3[.net^ 
leatlier. gill edges, ji. net. 

Xbe Fookat Rlchapd JelTeHee: 

bdne Passagea chcaen (lom Ihe Nalure 
Writings of JEFFEKIES by Alpbed H. 



KINO (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

The W«rln2 »f the Qrean.' 
ftUBlon'a alavci I Ball Barr7. 



KIPLINQ PRIMER (A). Includ- 

Ing tlloGraplilc-il and Crillcal Chaplets 
an Index In Mr. KlplintTa pdDclpal 
Writings, and Biblit^rapliLM, By P. L. 
Knowles. WIthTwoFortralls. Crown 
Bvo, dol h. 3!. M; 



K N I Q H T (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD), -Tbe Pallenfa Vade 
Mccum: Mow la Oct Moit BMwfH 
from Medical Advice. Cim™ Svo. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 lUuilrallona by I "— 

M*RD PABTRIDCK. Fcap. 4tO. H. 



LAMBERT (QEORaE). - 
Preildaat of Baravla. Cro 



L«tUr«. Pwl 8\o. 



JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 



Poit gyp, ciolh. a 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works In Prose and Verse. Including 
■ Poetry for Cbltdrcn ' and ' Prince Doria? 
Edilcd by R. H. Shepherd. Willi 1 
Pra-liails and Facsimile ol the ' Esaay on 
itoMt Pig." Crown Bvo (both Sedes}, 

The Baanyaof BUa (bolh Series). Post 
tivo, haliKriolh, 31,— Alsothe Fine Paper 
Kditioh, polt Bvo, cloib, (Jill lop, u, net ; 
leather, rflt edges, ji. net. 

Little aaaaya : Sketches and Cbaracleis 
by Charles Laub, selecled from his 
l.etten by Percy FitzgebaUi Post 






Baaaya of Chaplea 



CHATTQ *• W INDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



LANDOR (WALTER SAVAOB). 

-CHaMM ui BuBlutlM nl 

WUUaai SbakMIWaiV. Ac, bcfocc 
Sir Thomil Luty, toiicfcing Dter-stt aHng, 
19th Scptimtxr, isSi ; and Wl ConfOT- 
• no* of Ma " ~ 

InBIhtilateirflr. 
h J(-Rort)urKht. 2. 



LANE (EPWARD WILLIAM) 

— TbB Thauwul ud One Nights. 



HUbta' 

MdmTutraied by many hundrtd ^agr^i- 
in«(roraDni«ibya»HVKV. Edited by 



LIND3AY (HARRY), NoveUby. 
BboiiA B obarto. \ Tli» Jajwblta. 

Jadkli ^TBaroR, Part tan. 

Tlie gtwy of LlJi. 

LOWE (CHARLES). - Our 
grxlrt yvlnc 3o|diurc. With 4 

LUCY (HENRY W.).— Qldeon 

Pleyce. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J^ td \ post 



-The His- 



LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by. 

Saaodotu at tha OlwA. PoriSgo 

lull-dolb, - 



Hnment et tha Law. 



SHMANN (R. C). — H«rr 

Pladyer at Carabrldte, indC«aver 
Mllonal Hints far YOBOS Sbooterf 



MCCARTHY (JUSTIN), Booksby. 

The Rel^ ot Queen Ajine. Two 

"-'• dtmy 8v- -'"■'■■ "- — "■ 
ol 

t Hlat^r' Of. Onr b»n TtmM 



LELAND (C. ti.). -A Manual ol 

McDdlnr nnd Itepalrlng. WimDir 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). 

Mwlarae Aans-fltnE. Translated 
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Patrlol« K«mball, J lone. 
Tlia Atonement o( Iieam T 



The World Well Loat. 1 



^nCarew. I Dolote HTerton. 

With « BUken Thread. 
Tha Rebel of the Family. 



Wltoh 8toMe«. 

OnFeelvea 1 Baaaya on Homen* 
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[ the Jt-mLEK Em 
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Dtmj 
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matory of Om Owi) Ttniea, 

Vols. VI. and VII., ([om tHe Dlamoiid 
Jubilee, iSoj, lo (he Accestloo o[ King 
EdwirdVII. 3Voln,deniyBvo.cL,.i4j. 

X Short Hlatory oT Ovr Own 
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and the Cheap Edition, in«IJunitvo,M. 

Bemlniaoenoea. Wiib a Porttait. Two 
VuEs.. ilemy Svo, clottL Uf- 

The Btora of Mt bisbnMa> Demi 



Pott a. 



net per V 



gilt edges, i .-- .-. 

The Reltfn of QUaeB Anno, la i V( 
A Hlatarvof the Four Oea><( 

and of WllllaiD IV.,in3 v-ola. 
A Blatory ot Bur 0«n Tlmea Imi 

the Accession of Queen Victoila to [89 



Crovii£vo,clDlh, 3j.^eacli;pfut Bra, 
board], 11. each ; cloth Hinp, u. CAi 
The mratwdale KeUtahaiua 
Mv Bnemys Daqinfl 
A Fair SdKon. j Llnli 
DearLadyDladalB. | TnesIeMtor. 
Miss Mlsanthropa. With 11 lllusts. 
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The ^£et of a Seaaon. 
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TliB Th ree DlBgra oam. 

'The Rltflit Honourable.' By Justin 
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MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 
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Tha Frenoli Bevolntion. (Consi 
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M A C K A V (WILLIAM). — A 
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MACKENNA (S. J.) and J. A. 

"'SHEA, — Brave McA In A'cfloa: 
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MACKENZIE (W. A.).— "Hie 

DmwI Dream. Crown 8vo. clolti. 6i . 

MACLISEPortraltaa1lei7<The) 
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) Without— Til 
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MAOIC lantern, TTie, and its 

ManagemEnl. By T, C. HEPWOHTH. 
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VIII, The Ugi 



s Heart— Shadows 
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MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mart d' Arthur: Selecllons (roiu the 
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RAWKIWG, Post 8VO, cloth, IS. 
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Pa5sagesC0o»enbyA.H, HVAiT. i6mo, 
^oth gilt, w, nd! lea ther gi t, 3r.net. 

MACDONELL (AQ N BS) . — 

Quaker Ce««io«. "— ■ "— ■ '- - 



MARQUERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOiy, Novell by. 
The Disaater. Translated by F, Lee3, 

Cron-iiSmdoth, ji.M. 
The ComiDune. Tranilnted by P. Lins 
and R B. D0UULA5, Crown Kvo, cloth, fi;. 

MARljpWE;S Works, includinfi 



sbllong. Edits 






MacQREUOR (ROBBRT).- 

"— ' ■• players: Nolea < 

PmF Svo, clolh, w. 6 



uxle 



CHATTO &• WINDUS, PUBUSHERS, 



MATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A 



MAX O'RBLL, Books by. 

ClOWn 9VO, clOlh, y M parh. 

Rap KayKl Hlfhn 
BMwaan OnraalVa. 
KkmblM In Womuibuid. 



MEADE (L. T.). Novels by. 
A Boldlw at Fortune. CruwTi Svo. 



Vlw Voice of tba Gbsnnsr. 
la an Iron aplp. | tbe SIfob. 
Dp. Bnmaw'B Patlant. 
Ob tlia Bpuik of k CliBaii>> 
Tlia W» or a Woman. 
A Son or iBbmaal. 
An Advantoreu. J Koaeburr. 
Tba Blna Diamond. 

'"by tbe Way. 



T1U» 






MEAKIN (BUDaETT).- 

MoroECO. U'ith 14 Illiulratk 
gyp, cLolh. ui.CJ.ntL 



I Cynthia. 
MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK), 

— PhyilolDKy tor the Youns; or 
Tbtt HDU*e of Lite. With aumeroui 



-Was She Good 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

The Lona Btap Buih. Wilh S Ulus- 
trallon) b^ Nokmik H. Habdv. Ci 

Only a Vtit$»K. 

Tha Balf wia of O ulban. 

Plottara of Paiia.' " ' "-' 
Tha Tampla of Doath. 
Towards the Eternal Bnowa. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), NoveU 
Fanning a Queat. Wtib 



HavUand'a CHai 



'.ama 8vQ, clath, is, tid, each : plclure cloth 

The IihsIc of Oenrd Bldtfoley. 
Tha KlnTa Assetfal. Wuh 6 lUot- 

Iraliona 6y STAiqev L. Wool'. 






I Verse: inclitilinKSupprM'ed 
by R^ 



h Portiilt Ctdi 



K LORI 

ciolh. 7.. 6^; 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novell by. Crawn Svn. dath, ji. ^. 

swfa; HHtJ^ro.ll^tBlmted boards, If. each. 
A Llfe-i Atonement. 
Joaeph'a Coat. \J'm 12 lUintrallnns. 

Val Btnui^ 



ModS^I 



Old B 



.„„ Hsarta. 

or the World. 



Cynlo I^rtone. 

By the Gate of tba Sea. 

A Bit or Human Nature, 

Flrat Person Sln^ar. 

Bob MarUn-a Little Qlrl. 

Time's ReTeniEBs. 

A vraated Crime. 



A Capful o' MalU. 



This Little World. 

A Baoa fop Millions. 

Tha ChuFoh of Homanlty. 



Vatona'a Father. 



Joseph's Coab PorcuR Euinos. 

mHlluiii Hto. 6J. 
Bob HaPtln'a Ltttia OlPl. Chkaf 
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OHNET (OEOROES), Novels by. 

Dootur R&msau. FnlSvo, iaiiutratcd 

AVrelFdQlft. Crovnavo,c1i>th,}i.6J. ; 

A Idut IiOve. Poll 8va.'utiut.bo:iril3, 

The 'Honay-llftka'r. Tcaiuiatni by 
F, fioIHWELL. Crown Svo, clolh, ts. 



PauIJoDM's AliM. 

MURRAY (HENRY). NoveU by. 

Pad Svo, cloth. ij.6d.MCli. 
A Guns of Bluir. 



Tha Tgttma.li ttf Kytwjr. 



OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

It HBlrcaa I n EntflBOd. 



nrmiei&dUi. c 

The B 



ErwuAHD CucPBL. Small Jut 



MUDDOCK (J. B.), Storied by. 



The Oold en Idol. 

Post Svo, lllusti»t(d boards, u. 
The Deiid M&u'a EMfiPM. 
From th e Bo»om o f the D 
Storle* Selpd aBd Won 
■aid HArlan aod Kobln Hoiod. 
Wood. Crown Bvd, dolb. 31. td. \ pli 



ORROCK (James), Painter, Con- 

BOluear. Col lector. By bVRO!i 

Webber. Wllb oearly loo I%ot(«ravurc9 
and many Half-tone Drawing. Two 

0-SHAUaHNESSV (ARfSuR), 

Poenu by. 
XiiataaHaonllght.Fcp.Svo,cl..7iiV. 
Lay of Fwtnee. Cr. 8t». cloth, io..ft,f. 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown tlvci, 



A Do^ or FlandttPa. 



Robert Buch«n*n, and R U Stevi 
iOM. With PrtfaloiT Story by jHROi 
K. jBBO»IB.and iSi lUustratloas. Dci 



Folle-Fmplne. 



m s liriikter city. 



Two Olten derB. 



HISBBT (HUME), Books by. 

■Ball np.'^ Crown ^8yc^^ dot h, 31- & 



Under Tno F 



1. Bklny J ane. | The M KaaareiiM. 



lagt 

Btntthmore. 
The Haaa»rane*. 
Friendah I p. 
HyrllB. Crown 8vo, t 
Kyo, lecture clolh, fl; 



TrlGotPln. 
Chnndos. 
Ariadne. 



NORDAU (MAX).-Mornnatic 

ARaoJUce. Translated byEuzADETi 



MORRIS (W. E.), Novels by 



leather. . . 

The Waters of Hdara. ( 

vrudoml wil.and Pathos, te 

■ ■■ ^1 

Cheap Edition, poa| 






.GcKl'^le 



CHATTO ^ WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



PAIN (BARRY).— EHza'i Has- 



PALMER (W. T.I, Books by. 

' Ramblaa. 



PASTON LETTERS (The), M»a- 

ISOa. Ediled. with Inlroduclfon and 
(5ot«, by Ubes Gmrdber. Si> Vol.,, 
demy 8vo. ftoen. Ki H lop. £3 15,. Ihe Mt. 



In L afcaland Delia and P 
PANDlJRANO" HARIi' 

Mnnolri of ■ HlndcM. WILh I 



PASCAL'S Provincial Letters^ 

Wllh lotroduclton and Koles by T 
M'Crie, P.p. Pmt gyp, half-cluth. ai. 

PAVhi (JAMES), Novels by. 

CrownSvo.etoIh, si.Weach; posl Bvo, 
<llu3tratcdbr.ards,2<. each. 
Loat Blp ICauliitfbePd. 
n>a Clyir&rda ofOlySB. 
S Ooonty VamllT. 
bum BUok tkMl We'F* PnlBttd. 
By Proxy.^^ j For Caib^Only. 

ScSi '-*■'" 



Sonny BtoFlM. 



e MyMery of Hlrbpldda. 
• Word uid tli« Win. 
aBumt Hllllan. 



J CMll'sT 

IXtBeiM 



Iilke FatlMr, Uka Son. 
A Woman*! VentfMuiaa. 

Hnr^v'a: 

Soma Fpli 

Ponad Daad. 

Qwandollna'a 

A Marina Resldanea. 

The C&non'a W»Fd. 

Hot Wooad, But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounda Seward, 



HalTea. | irhat Ha Coat Bar. 

Kit : A Mamon. I Under One Bool. 

Qlow-^orm falea. 

A Prince at the Blood . 

A Modem Dlok WhlttlnJlton. 
Crown Bvo. clolh, v/ith Portrail ojTulhor, 
i!.6d.; piclurc cloth, Bal back, a.. 

The Burnt MUllon. Cheap EomoN, 
post SVD.clolb. [I.Del. 

Motoa from tho ■ Ham.' Cnwa Sio, 

inBTo, 6d, each. 



PAULIMARQARETA.).— Oentle 

Md simple. CrowaeiD, clotti.3i.&/.; 
)oBl Ijvo, IILuKtrated boai^. 25, 



PENNELL-ELMHIRST (Ci^- 
"•Ib B.).— The Beat of the Pan. 

flJttb g Coloured lliuatrallona by G. P. 
ilLES, and 48 others by |, SlCRGESS ud 



Puck on Petfaana. With Ulu 

Petfaaui Be^baddled. With 

pagt Ill>»tia1ioo> by O. Pu Mil 

the Hua«« «f MsylUr: 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

The BanyBdl. | Dllya. 

Caata and Cread. _„^^_ 



PERRIN (ALICE).— Tfae Waters 



PHELPS (B. S.).— Jack the 



, Crowe 



PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book: 54 
PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Books by. 

Crown 8110, doth. «. acb. 
Famana TtoUmata knd Pine 

VloUna. 
The ConfeMlona «f « VloUnlat, 
Voloa and glolln. 



PLANCHE (J. R.), Works by. 
The PuraulTamt of Arma. Wth 

a PlatK and U) Uluslralloni. Crown 
Bio. doth. 7i.fi,f. 
Soafa and POema. Edited by Va, 



PLUTARCH'S Lives of lllus- 

trloiu Mea. With life ot PldtaRch 
by J, and W. LANGROnm, and Por- 



POE'S (EDQAR ALLAN) Choice 

Woriu: poemi, ^torlei, Bmys. 
BAUDEI.AIRB. CroWQ Svo, doth, 3j. (td- 



POLLOCK (W. H.).— The Charm, 

and Other Dranine-RMm Play*. 

By Kr Wamvb Besart and Walter 
H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illiutntiou. 
OowD 8ra, dotb, 31. id. 



T,Goagle 



Ill ^7". MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



PftAEP (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 



Outlaw and LAwmakar. 

Christina Chard. 

Mr*. Tretfa^lM. Wilh Slllustrallai 



Cbrlitloa ChBCd. CiiEAt< E 
The Lo»t fia!rl of Bllan. 



PRICE (E. C). — ValentJoB. 



Baay Star LasBona. With Slar Mai 

for every Sicht in Ihe Year. 
FIoveraoflhsBky. With .iSlUists. 
Famlllap Solancs Btudtu. 
Myatarles of Zlme and Bpaoa. 
The UnlsaFaa of Buns. 
Rftturn and lU Syateni. Wilb ' 

nta' of BoW 
_ n 8vo, .1. bd. 

PRYCE' (RICHARD). —Miss 

Maxweiri Affectlops. Crown 8vo, 



RAMBOSSON (J.). 
A*troBoay. Tumla 

63 Woodcut*. Crown 8 



- Populai 

d by C. B 
ed Hates am 



RICHARDSON (PRANK), Nov- 
els by. Crown 8to, elolh, 31, 6d. tacb. 
ThO Man who Loit hia Poit. Willi 

50 Illualrauons by Tou Bhowke, r ' 
The BayawatoF Htrada. 



There and Back. 



RidBse of 'Valei'a aardan Party. 
Vhs ■yatery In Palace Garden*. 
FtOry Water. | Idle Talei, 
Her Ifptftei'a Darling. I 



[■ Petf VToflln^on; and Chrlatle 

I. HardCaih.' 

I. The ClolBter and the Hearth. 

With R Preface by Sir Whlter Bksint. 
|. > It la Never Too Late to Nend.' 
>. The Couna of True Love Never 

Did Bun Smooth) and Blnfle- 

heart and Ooublefaoa. 
]. The Xutoblotfraiihy of a Thief: 

Jack of all Tradea i A Hero and 

aHartyn IheHanderln^HalF. 
■■ t«ye He Little, Love Me Lentf, 
I. The Double Marriage. 

I. Foal Flay. 

Put Youraeir In Hla Place. 
:. A Terrible Temptation. 

1 Simpleton. 



d other Animal a. 



]d Bible Chavaotera. 



*-eiily-oi 



Pe« Woftlnitton. | A Simpleton. 
Chrlatle Johnstone. 
■ It la Never Too I.ate to Mend.' 
The Course of True IiOTe Never 

Did Bun Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief: Jack 

ofall Trades; JamesLambert. 
Iiove Me Little, Lose He Long. 
~" - ■ — -lage. 






Foul Play. I Orlfflth Qaunt. 
Put Youraelf In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The mrandepln^Helr. 
A Woman -Hater. 



A Perilous Secret. 



The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
> It ti Never Too Late to Mend.' ' 

Popi^LAR Editions, medium Svo, 6d. cji:h. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

'" ' Never Too Late to Mend.' 



Foul Play. , 

Peg WofBngton; and Chi 

Johnstone. 
Orimth Daunt. 
Put Yourself In Hia Plaoe. 
a Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 



.GcKHjIc 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



READE'S (CHARLES) Novels 

Ljhiqe rrre 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Noveto 
Overdue, | Wrong Bide Oat. 



EomOH. poll 8i 

TIM dolater and the J 
EIHTiOH nK \xnx„ wllh 16 Phi 
and H taalMnne lUiulralloiu 
B. Hewerdisk. SmaU 410. clc 

BIbU CluBMiter 

••iMtloni Irora 
tUiarlas Bekde. I 



tlia SToFka ot 



RIMMER (ALFRED).- Rambles 

Round Eton ami Marrow, "''J S^ 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 



A Book . 

Tkeilyataryortlio i~. 
Tbe Bomanoe of Jenny 
Tbo Tale of tbB Ten. 
An Otwan Tn<edy. 
Hy BtalpmatBlfODlse. 
Atone on> Wide Wide B« 
The Good Sblp ' nokoGk. 
Tks Phantom De&tli. 
laBethellwiI J Heaj 
The ConTlot Ship. 
The I«Bt Bntry. 



Tbe Handa of Juatlee. Crou 

cldlh. 3J. M.i pMt Bvo, HIU8l.be 

The Woman tn the Dark. 



ThaBhlp: I 






H. C, Skppiscs WRioltr. 

Th^' Ppotty Polly.' ^Vllh ii lUuatra- 
ilons b» G. eTkobertson. Large 
CTDwn 8vo, doth, gilt edgts. a- 

The Convict Ship. Popdijk EDrnoN, 



ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 



RUSSELL (DORA}, Novels by. 

A Cowntnr 8 ■ '^* "°" 

Tbe DHtt of Fate. 1 



y BweetheaM. Post a™. 



ROLL OP BATTLE ABBEY, 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out>ol-aoor Ule. By E. W, L. 

D*\7ES. Wllh IllgsUabons coloured by 



ROSENaARTEN(A.).-A ManJ- 

boekslArehltectaralStylas. 1 
6jo lllustnlions. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7 



—A Sugar 



ROWLEY (Hon. HUOH). Post 

Piiiilan«:'or.ThoiiBhu Wiseand 01h« 
wise ' » Cnllictinn o\ the Best Rlddli 
Conimdiums. Jokes. Sclli. &c„ wl 

More: 



RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by. 
flahoola and Babolara. r ' ' 
Sklppen and Shellbaoka. 

RUSSELL (HERBERT). -True S 



SAINT AUBVN (ALAN). Novels 

by. Crows Svo. Cloth. }t.6d. each; pot! 
81Q, llluslraletl boards, u. each. 
A Ftilon of Trinity. Wlb a Nol* 

The Junior Doui. 
Orchard Damerel. „ „ 

The Haatar of Bt. Bamedtot'a. 
In the Faoe of the Wmrld. 
To HlB Own Haater. 
The Tremla tt DIamond a. 

Tbe Woolntf of May. 

Fortnne'B Gate. 

A Tragic Beneymoon, 

Gallantry B 

AProotOF'a 

- ' -i Haggle III 



in ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



AU BorUAod Oondltlona of Man. 
BlF Rlcbard Wblttlntftan. 
Oaapnrd da Colltfuy. J liondi 

Bv Hall Caine. 
Tli« Daenutor. 

By WlLKIE COLLIXS. 

Tb« Woman In Wblta. 



4e«._rMi 

SERQEANTfAbEUNe), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. clolh. 31. W. each. 
Under Falaa Pretence*. 
Dr. Bndicott'a ExpoFlniant. 
Iba niulnf BlUabeth. Ciown 8vo, 



5EVM0UR (CYRIL). 

MbkIc oI Te.Momiw. Cr 



By Bhet Hahte, 
msM MoTaU. 

By Oliver Wikdbll H 



Tbe BMBya of BllB, 



___or»111i»mr-., --- — . 
XHtatoryof Oor OsnTlmaa from 

AcecMloiiirtQ,Vlcloriatoi(l97, injVols. 

Works of Fancy and Ima^n atlon, 

in toVoli (For Lisl, s« p. IS.) 
The Pookat Oaortf* HacDooKld. 

By Charles Re* dr. 
TbaClolatarMidUiaBearUi. Wim 



SHAKESPEARE the Boy: Home 






' tt U I»a»ar iloo 



Across tbe Plains. I Marry Men. 
The Pookot R. !>. B. 

By H. f.. Taise. 
History of Bntfllsh Llteratnra, \r> 

4Voto. Wllh 32 Purlrails. 
By Mark Twain.- Sketcbea. 

By Walton ; 



Tbe Complete An gler. 

SALA (a. A.) — Gaslight . 
ttayllgtit . P ' ■ - — 



- The 



Poatleal UTorka, in Toth Vcdi. : 

Vgl. 1. tUrgarel Nlcbol»D; Sbdley'i 

Co[i«poDdeiicc mih Stoclidalc ; Wandcrine 

\™ \ Ovcen Mab : Alastoi : Rcoalind loS 

Helen ; Pnirnettaeus Unbound ; Adanila. 

\b\, I !. Uion and Cythna : Tbe Ccitcl ; 

The Witch oi . 

Vol. in. PcHlhumc 



I ; EpLptych 



Prose ITorks, ia Tno Vols. : 
Vol. I. Zaslroul; St.lrvynci DubLnind 
pimpblelg ; ReCulalion of Ddim ; 



Leltenlo Leieh Hunt ; Minor WritlnR 

Vol, II. Esuil; LeKen fronAbfoadi 



SHBRARD (R. H.).-ttoEue«. 



■ Comadlas: Thalllyala 
vne Sobcal for Scandal. 

Ml by Brander Matthews, with 



Unto the Third Cleneratlon. Cr.ira 



SlD^gY'S (Sir PHILIP) Com- 
plete Poetlcsl Works. \V1tli Por- 
trait. Edited bytbeSCT.A-B.GBosART. 

SIQNBOARDS: Their Hiatory.jn- 



CHATTO & WINDVS, PUBUSHERS, 



SIMS (OEORaE R.), Books by. 
for tdfe—Kod After. cc.Svo. cL6i. 



Tba BtBf a' BaU*. 

TlnklBtop'a Crlnl*. | Zepb. 

Dram&E of Life. Wlih&i lUuslratious. 

Hy Tko Wives. I Tales «tIo-<l«J. 

Memotiv of & L&ndlOidy, 

■a«Ma flram tba Show. 

The Ten CommBindineots. 



U Tiof of Iiandon. 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 



SPEIQHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Tba Hyiterles of HeTon E^lMt 
Bj Devious UTays. 
Hoodwinked; & Buidvoroft Hys- 
terr. I Tba Ooldan Hoop. 

Sack to Ufa. I gmnanoe In Fafl. 
rate tondvat^ SiMedy. 
Bn^o'i Bomanoa. 
A ifinba nd frem the S ea. 



1, 6d. each; post 8vo 



CrKHrn Sid. clolh, gi. 6i(. eacta. 
One* upon a Ohplstraaa TUn 

Wilh8llluslralionib>rCH4S.GRSHN,R 

In Iioodon'e Heart. 



Bli^raptaa of Babylon. 
Amon^MyAnCotfrapIi*. T 

Picture dolh. Bat back.'u. lu 
BoCnea and Vag 
In London's Hea 



Iiondon. Crnwn Bvn , „. 

Datfonet DraniKs. Crown Sio, ii. 
Bojaes and Va^bonda. Crown 



SINCLAIR (UPTON). — Prince 



wife or Ho ^IfB. 



Her La^ablp. I Tbe flrey MoBk: 

The Haiter of Trenane*. 

Tbe Seoret of IFyvem Toward. 

Tbe Doom «f Siva. 

Tba VTeb of Fate. 

Bxpertenaaa af Mr. Vanohnla. 

A« It wa s Written. 

Htappli^ Bllndteld; Cr.Bvo, dgth. fit 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novel* by. 

Dorla and I. Cronm ijio, clotb, ji. AJ. 
Carlton Prlora. Crown 8vo, c lolh. 6j. 



STAO-HUNTINQ with the 

' DevoD & Suncnct.' By P. Evbkeo. 

With 70 Iltusla. Cr, ifo. cloth, i6i. mL 



STANLEY {WINIFRED). — A 

Flash ol tbe Will. Cr. Bw. Hmj, 61. 



5ISTERD0RA. By M. Lonsdale. 



SMITH jJ. MOYR), Books by. 
The Prlnoe of A^foUs. with 130 
Tba Woolnjt of tbe Water Wtteb. 



STEPNIAK (S.).— At the Dawn 

>f a New Reign : a Stiidv q( Muden. 
iuMla. Crown 8tQ, cloth. Si. 



STERNDALE (R. ARMLTAOE). 

— Tbe AlcbenKalla. Poet Sm.olatii, 
V. 6d. ; illuitraled boudi, la 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, iV.C. 



STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 

Work* by. Cr. 8yo, buclaim, 6j. each 
Iravela HiUt m Donkey. WUb : 
MMt Inland Voya^ vrnb a Fmitis 

Familiar Stadias otHan a B«<ikB. 
Tka Ulverado Squattara. 
Tha MsFpy Hao. 
Underwooda: Poemt. 
Mamorlaa and Psitrolta. 
VlFtflnlbaa PaePlaqiiD. 
Balbda. I Prlnoe Otto. 

AcHHa Ctaa naina. 
IVatr or Hamilton. 
In tha Saatli Saaa. 
■aaaya of Travel. 
' Talaa and Fantaalea. 

Baaayi U> tba Art of 1Vrltln(. 



VhaSatOldaClnb; andVhaR 



Tba BtavausoB Raadar. Edited by 
Lloyd Osbournb. PoM Svo, ffoih. 
II. M. : buctrani, eUt lop, 31. W. 

Tba FoAet KX.B.I FaTourlle Pas- 



Large Type. Pine Paper Editiom, 

leather. Hilt edRea, jjl n^i M.^h 
Tli^nlbaa Paerlaone. 



BaosUootlona ot B. I/. StaTanaon 
lb the Paoifia. By Arthur John- 
STONB. With PoOtall and Fmslmile 
Ltlltt. Crown 8VQ, buckram, 61, nel. 



STOCKTON PRANK R.).-The 

YoaasMaatwaf Hymn "■ " — " 

J6 IllMlMllOM. CraWO 

v.6d. - -■■ ■—■ "-■■- 



STODDARD (C. W.). Books by. 

■ontk-Saa Idyla: Summer CnilsiPi!. 
Taw Hland of Trangnll DalKbta. 



•fBadlaad,' Wllh'iio' lUuatr 
CiowoSio. cloth, ji.6rf. 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by, 

loM fcy tba TaffFaU. Cmwo Sto, 

clolh. II. 6d. 
Tbe Tala a€ the aarpebt. Crov;ii 

SURTEES (ROBBRT). — 

Handler Cross i or, Mr. Jorrncks'i 

llBnt. With 79 lllusts.by JOHN LEECH. 

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

F oolish VinttTISi Fcp.evQ. ll.;d..ll.6lf. 

SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 

CHARLES) Worhi. 
Stieatloni from Mr. BwinboRia'a 



a lb Calydon. Cinwo 



Chaatalapd: ATi_„_..^. , ,., 

Poama and Ball ■ da. First Ssries. 

Poama and Ballada. Seconu series, 

Poama and Ballada. Third SEHisa. 

Sootfa hefSve Sunrlaa. down bvo, 

Bottawelt: ATragedy. Cro|niSro.iii.liif. 
SontfB of Two Nallana. Crown Svo. ti. 
Oao^a Cbapman, (Id Vol " ' " 

Chakuans Wcrla.l drown S 
Eauya and Stndlea. Cro> 




Jl C^enturyof Ri 

A ■IdaUmmar Holiday. 
Marino FaUeto: A Trageay. v.ro 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. Sto, 



Stndlea In Proae and Poatry. 

Crown 8vo,o,. ' 

Tbe Tale of Balan. Crown Svo, 71. 
Boaamund, Qoean of the Lom- 

barda; A Tragedy. Crownevofii. 
A Channel Paaaaga. 



Mr. BvitabuTne's Colleoted Poem a. 



SWEET (ALEX. E.) 

ARnOV KNOX. -On a 
Mustans Throutli Taxas 



»,le 



CHATTO £f WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



aaUlvWa TniTds, 



Utmoli, Pur- 
er, gra «!.. JI. M. 
andSTid* Of 




TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown 8VO, Eloth. 3.. W. each; post 

8vo muslralcd boirds, ii. esch. 
Tho W»y We Live Mow. 
Frail VrohnMtnn. I HorlOD Pay* 
Mr. BoilMFaaSli'B Funlly. 
Til* IiMi d- IieMnow. 

Post 8<o, niuslraled boaids. u. each. 
Rapt In tba Dark. 
Tha Amorloan Sanator. 
Xb t OoMaw Lien Of Graopora. 
TROLLOPe" (FRANCES EX 

Novell by. Croin Bia doth, j!. 6'. 

eacb; posl8vo.iUi>^li'l«W'»rils,ii.eacii. 

tka ntn npon tha B«^ 

labal'a Pfotfraaa. I »ima Fm-naai. 



TAYLOR (TOM). — HIrtorJcal 



THACKEHAVANA : Noles and 



THOMAS (ANNIE), NoveU by. 
Tha Uran'a TiTeb. Cr. 8vo, d., w- W 



Comndaa Trua. < 



Tha ■on o* tha Homa. 



THOREAU; His Life and Aims. 



THORNBURYiWALT.J.Booksby 

The Lite and Corpeapondenoa of 

I. It. Hr. Turner. Wlili B Coiuiired 

I lluslt. and I Woodcuts. Cr.Svo.cL. -*•' 

Talai for (he Marlnea. Pw 



TIMES (JOHN) , Works by. 

Oluba and' Club i-in In lAUdon. 

Wilh 41 lUualwtlon?. 
■n^Iah ScoentrloB and Booan< 
mcltlea Willi A" lihi-'rati^T). 



-TiS 



TROIX6PE (T. A.). 



Worka of Mark Twain. 



UNIFORM LIBKAKYEUITION. Crown 

■ark TvatD'a UbratT of BomoaF. 

With 1Q7 [llmtralions by E,W. KEMEl."'. 

Roughing It: >nd The Innooante 

at Boma. Wlih 100 iliuairauous by 

The' Amarloan Claimant. Wlih 8i 

Illuslialionshy HAI, HiimT and olhen. 

• ThaSdventoraaof Tom Bavyer. 

Tom sawyer Abroad, wilh 36 

Tom BBwyaTiDeteoti** With Port, 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait 

and Six lUiRitiiiUons by Locis Loed. 
•S Tramp Abroad. Wlib 314 lllmls. 

"*" " ftiihaM"ll-u'l». 

By Mark tviuv 
and C. D. Wakser. Wilh 112 llliuii. 
The Prlnoe and tta« Paapan 
•UfeontheHiialaalppl. jodIIIuK 

• The Adienturee of Hucklabony 

Finn. 174 Iliusis. by E. W. Keubli. 
•A Yankee at the Court of King 



Tha Choice IVorki of 

With Lilc, Ponrait, anc 

•,• The Books marted • n 



peraonalBeooUeatloBa of Joan ot 
Aro. Wilbiilllusttbyl'.V.UulluMi. 
More Tramps Abroad. 
Tha Man that Con-uptad Hadley- 

bnrg- with Fmnli-pMSt 

Hark Twain'B Skatohaa. Pnit Hv<. 



.GcKi'^le 



Ill Sr. MARTItrS LANE, LONDON, !V.C. 
TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).- 



TVTLER (SARAH), NoveU by. 



WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

Joan, tba Curate. Ciown Bvo. clolh, 

u. 6d. ; plclurc clo'h. Out back. u. 
S right toaFlnlrti. Cr.jTo. cl_ 31. W. 



■alntHantfo'BCIty. I Iiady BdL 
Vbe Hncnuiat Famllr. 
Dlsappw^rad. I MoblamM OblU*. 
••MUty an d th « Beail. 

Tlia Haodonald Iiaia. 

Tba WlMb.Wlta. 

Raobel Iiantftoo. I Bappblra, 

Mrs. Oarinlehael'a 6i>ddaMea. 

Jl HoDay moon's Bcllpaa. 
A Yeuii£ Dpitfoo. 

CrownSvo.dnlh, 6j. each. 
Tbraa Man or Harb 



VTbat Outfbt kba to Do? 
Tain DasFion. 
Vna Youofait HIh Brown. 
Iiova and Iiordablp. 



WARNER (CHAS. DUDLEY).— 
A Rn unit uboutJOiirntr. Cr.8vo,6- . 

WARRANT to ExecuteCharlesL 

VTarrant to Exeouta Mary Quaan 
of SOOta. Including QuKa EliubcUl'. 



CItoyanne Jaoquellna. ( 
Tha Bvlda'a Pais. Pott 



GPWAKD (ALLEN), NoveU by. 
Iba Qaaen atfalnat Owan. Crown 

Hio, clolli, 31. tS. ; plctuie clolb. Sat back. 

zj- i poll Hvo, ptclDT* boards, i;. 
Tba Pbantmn Torpado-Boata. 



VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Bsoksby. C^DWD8vo,cl□ll^3I.6lf.cadl 
Tba Soorplon. 
Tba Iiovar'a Profraa*. 
vrltb Zola In Bntfand . 4 Ports. 
XPatborTbonn. Ciaivn8vo,clath,6i 



Tha IVlld HannlB: UK 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 

Trust-Honey. Crown Hvo,cluib. is. ini.; 
po3t ^vo. Illuilratcd boarcU, 2s. 
Crown avo, citilh. 6s. c^qI: 
Mm a Han Bom. 1 The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne's Beventfa. 
Tba Baarad Orasaants. 

Crown 8vo, clolh, 31. 6d. each, 
A Woman Tempted Htm. 
FoF Honour and Lira. 
Her Two HUllons. 
Two Plnobes or SnuIT. 



[annlB! Ule andAdTro- 
ivanJ Buciry de MaubtmU. 



n Clouj 



Bridal. I 



WAONER (LEOPOLD) How 

to Pet on the Slag t. Cr . BTO.cl . ».6ri 

WALLACE (LEW. ).—Ben.HHr 

A Tsle of the Cbriit. Ciowa 8to 



WALTON and COTTON'S 

Camplste AnirlM'. Polt Bio, cloth, 
Silt, u. ad i lealher, ^11 edgo, 31. net. 



- lutfh. 

Tba Old Factory. 

Sous of Ballal. | Strange OFimas. 

Har L«dy8blp's Bscret. 

Tha Pbantom City. 

Balpb HOFbreak's Trust. 

A Queer Baoa. 1 Bed Byvlnf ton. 

As Iiuok would have It. 



WESTBURV (ATHA). — Tli« 
Shadow ol nilioa Fernbraok. Ciuwi 
Bvo.cloth, 31 W. 



,G()tixl'-' 



CHATTO tt WiNDVS, PUBUSHERS, 



WHISHAW (FRED.). Not 

by. Crnwn 8vo, ctolb, 3j. M. wih, 
A ForM4d«l M*m«> 
■ftny Ways of Lots. WllhSIU 



■mw Aa Tuip. DOMT D* 
_XBplan«4 taposMr. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Storin 

by. PoKSuoilliistraledboards w.each. 
PnsMBO''*<™i Saotlandr Vavd. 
The Bo^lltli man or the Rn ^Q^a . 
WOOLLEV (CELIA PARKER).- 

H»chel Anwatr— >; Peat aiio,ii.6ri. 

WRAQOB (CLEMENT L.).- 
Tbe KaaMDM nl tJw Simth. S«w. 
Wilh 04 IlluilnUoDi. CnwnSvo, dotb, 



WHITE (QILBERT) Natwal 

nirtoiT of SettBTBC PiHt 8to. dDth. II. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by. 

Tha Chainlitry of Oookary. < 

Bm. (OoUi. 6i. 
S Slmpla TmMIm on HoM. Wlh 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), 1^. 
Q»F<eBnr« HlBtary of ttteO bbt#m; 

or, Aanalg of the HauHS irf HmoTV. 
[ions. CroH-nSvo, cloth, 31. Cirf. 

HlitoFy of CarloatHiw. and ot u« 
OioMBqae In Kjt, Idtarktura, 
SciUptan, ami Punting lllu- 

IraledTiy F. W. FAIBUOLT. Ciowil 8TO, 

WYNMAN (MARQARET).— My 
Fllrlalloo*. Witb lj lltiutiatJoiB ^ 

BlHNARD PABTKlpGg. Posl gTa. cloth, ». 



HUWamtwqlaaa,|XIieJovof LUk. 

Osrmlnal. 

The Boaour ot tbe JLrany. 



IieliUTO-TlinB Stiidlea. 

Btudlea In I>lfB uid SeniO. With 36 

lllmfationa. Cmwn 8ra, cloth, 31. bd. 

ComiDMi Xcoldanta, uid bo« M 
Treat Tliam. Cr.Svo, n. : cloili, ij.6d 

OUispsea of Nature. WiihjjEllustia 
Hans. Ctuwn Bvo, cloth, 31. fe f. 

WINTER (JOHN STRANQEJ^ 

by. Postevci'Mch- cinih ,, .WM<-t, 
Cavalry ura. 




THH nceADXCiLY NOTBLB. 

LiERimv Bditiojis mimy lUusttalod, crown 8to, dolh, jj, fid, i»ch. 



1^ CiHi f/ner Fri<1e. | TM Sleii'iiiainer, 
Br F. X. AJU.BN.-O'WiKCrM. 



r, APPLaTOM.-.Rnli Ci 



XBiBMOB w«BiKa,arAfiKBi c»ntm». 



Cooxic 



Ill Sr. MARTIN'S LANE, LOND ON, W.C. 






Bv PRANK BAIIRBTT. 



^sST^tT' 


B,Cdl.'.Arb^."' 
dHpUtaertKalilut. 


^SMin^Sid.. 






Ts'e m!;JS fl'xb^lJ'ma. 


ThJ^V^^T^CMM 


BiBirWAL 




rtii borts and Candtnon^. 




l\'i^t&,T^ 






rSfc, 






SliSS" 


f^pJiKmI Pretdmii. 




ToCiUH^MiM. 


To, R«o]. of Mm. 




ThoBiilofSt. Pull. 




ArnomLrfLyontiM. TL. Onmn Ctrl. 


S, K»ih*hne'= br Tj™, j_h.Ud?Sl.r»n. 




Br ABBROSB BIB^Cb!^!.! MIM ol LUk 


Br HAROLD BIMDLOSB^Abdte,Ju.Ju 


By M. >«B. aODKIN. 






B» PAUC BOnROBT.-AU.ine Li. 


By i. J>. ■RAYBHAW.-SlunSllhfuraB. 


By B. A. BBTDBH^An Eiilcil Scot. 


SI,«,™„fI."s*fl''"»x?.^J?»^S,tM 


ACiuliofN.lu™. Mat rsSlTW. 


a^^-^^."^^... 


i!5",'jri!;;"' 



■j^ORI. md FBANCaa COLUHB, , 

TCuVKIl^Cwi,^,. ■ IwidiiB'^Llti'Mlinlilll 
By M. r. COLQJjHODN.-EUri InchTgluiHCT. 



, _^ By B. ■. CBOXBB. 

JlJOiWoii. I loe ReU Ijdy Hilta. 

f^l'?]^.''?'*- '1 m, KiDEdon of Kar.. 



it™On^^ B^d tlH> PiO,. 

^ AbPHONSB BAQDBT. *" 



Slnn^ MMUscripi round in a CopftBT CyUndtr. 

^ RARKT m VtNBT. 
„, By DICK DONOTAN. 



Irclile Ltl?l *''"'''' BIIWABDbS'. 
By o. B. BBWARDB.-SnucUei^tUti. 
■ILO- HAMyiU.B PBHN. 





„ , _ By Mri. XRCBBR CLIVB. 


Paul FemJL 1 nb, Riul FerreU KiUed lu> 


By AHHB COATBS.-Bies DL^. 


,, „_By"«0I^Rfl"0OBBAB. 






^ 






fty Mi5«i:^i5!* 




I^P^ 


sssf 


SSlr^ 


l'^^" 



By HAROLD 






S"aSc5. liSsSSsSfS;. 

By B. GLAHTILliB. 

Tie fIw nf i£?' ■■ '""SSlMJ)!" ^'"' 
By'oBCrL %UFFlIR.-CoiiDlhi> Ma'ui«. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBllSHEnS, 



mw ooaao uamiltoii. 

tl [apuslbii-. I Ttinwtn > Kiy 
Br THOHXa BAIBT. 

■f BUT ■xnjn 






By air X. HKLrS^lns do Biitm. 

Oonubji't DDubia. I Tb«OH«D't Ckp. 

K ujub. ElH jujntlv- I CdIoovL Tlioi&dylu't Skh 

■r HBADOH HlUf-Iambn IM TM>ai-i 

Br JOBH MILL.~Tl»C»i>inaiAiic«<)r. 

Br TIOHB HOFKIMa. 

Twin [j>«« ■Bd Dine- I liKi«il«» Adimiun 

NuEHO ii( CiiricDoiia. I N<U HiSaulcD. 

Br BrW. HOBMUMO. 

>r VIOTOB HUOO^TM Ontu'x of Ictlan 






BrB. 



liutev Kjxhlb 






■r OBOKOB MACDOHAUt. 
Br W. H. ■ALLOCK.'TnT'Naw Reixil 
Br P< • v. MAtiaUERtTTB.-The Dii 



Br L. T. MBABB. 

Idlv dT FonuH. I On Brink vt ■ CbiDr 

Ennuvy't fadat. Tbo w*j 'ol ^ y/imi 
/nlno^iliBCtianiiar.l A sen of Ithinicl. 

BrBOPB NBBBItlK. 
Br LBOHABll HBIIKICK. 
Br BDHDMD MITCBVl.t^ 



uct « C«r*l(l KiclgTler- I F-tTialnw (-'aDnilLJE^i OueW. 
ba Triumph cfHllarrblichUnd. | HivOufliGiuiii, 
■n, >0I.EBWOIITH.-HHlieieDuctRecIdri, 

Br D. CBBItTIB NOBBAT. 



Br HUHBAT w 






FnKcDCf. I OUniu^ 



Loit & llutlivbcnl. 
T» CliEinli orclirlfe. 
ACumrv VtnSS!^Smd 
A CoDfiduaal Ajfut 

Hr>leiy of MlrbrMis. 

Br WILL PATMB^Iarrrtlw urmK 
Br Mil OAHPBBLL FRABD. 



iBt 



Br B. C. PRICB^VBluHru. 

Br KICHARD PBTCB, 
Dr Mn. J, H. RIDDBLU 



Ul ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 





Br H. 1. BTaVBNBaif^Tb. Suicl^ CloU 


Bt CB<HI.im KBADB. 


T!.'y;.".f!s,;^s;j°»":ii 


a«?=^"' 


fSMs- 


clobgcrudUKHonl.. 






Ney<!rTooUiuti>M«<d. 










ar BBKTRA THOMAS. 






in.c.tiKiinaa^r' 




!is§— 


Br rasMCBS ■. tbollopb. 


VMh^°^- 


Rcldkuoi ami BrDle 


Br ABTBOMT TROLLOPB. 


a«Kttk 


--s^i^rLiSi?"- 


■v VUMK UOHASDMII. 




Br HABB 


i^ifisa 


Bv AUBKT BOM.-A Sai.c Frtuc™. 


■^KSjuiiBo™ "" 




*y J. mVMCIMAM.-SklDim ind SiHUbuki. 


TliiA;;S.*^Chim-.t 




K-^f" 


AlDDn nn Wid> WMeSX. 


T^'I1";^/^H^' 


ISSSSl. 








aV!^iSioii»c.i» 


huriiSSu™^™^ 


C. C. PakBBB.TTTI.BR.-MUi™Jiidllb. 


Book toi III* HimuDck. 


G»dSilp'Moh«t 


Br SAB AH TTTI^B. 


N)«m=fO™mS.u.- 


Kiss."'- 

Th.T.i.or.n.T«i. 


TlM BUokhiU Ghwi. RicM Luuliifi. 








Tn, DMth SWp. 




mt MlBIKUBBatL^DiinotFiu. 


ALLBM OPWABD.-T^9 QuMn isnlnat Owtn. 


Br MIKBBKT KUIUU.^Tn» Blu.. 




■y BJIYI.S ST. JOHM^A Lmmloii Vmia,. 


Br B. A. VIZETBLI^Y. 


B» amuMm sBuvBaRT. 






Br^-aW. WALLACB-E.-Bur. 


■r VILI.I«B BBABP. 


Br rUlBBHCB WABDEH. 


'chUd^nofTomom... 


J™., Ih. Curate. [ A mm ID > FinHh. 


Br ■■ '■ ■HIBI.-Tli. Purpig Chnnl. 


Br 07 WARMAN^-Eipnu UeiHiwc'. 


. AlS'd!""'*°"lB"L.SdS! H«n. 


Br A. WHBKBR.-Chn-a.ta'i Wlhe M.a. 


a«upinCbilBiiuiTiiDi. MinJuH'i tlumDln. 


Br WlbLIAB 


WBBTBLL. 


r"opEhli'S°SMS 








fSS"' 


■r J'KOTB ■■ITIt.-Tli>Friii»ofA>Gi>U>. 
Br T. W. aPBIOHT, 




sMigl^.- 




AF.ni>wi>l"rty. 


B™- M^i; L..id«. 




Orch^D™,^^^^^"^^-.. 




Br MHM •«*FFO»l»^D3rti ind T. 




By K. STKPHBKB.-Tb<<:nicU<um Uufc. 


Br ■■ *■ ■IBIIBBAI.B.-Th.Afiluui Knlto 






ABTBBOS VAFD'S WOBHB, ComrMg 



DC Hud. I T)>« Sctllf nr. 



»,le 



CHATTO dr W INDUS, PUBUSHERS, 



Two-SniLUHa Novits-cmMiiiKj. 




■v Bav. a. ■■■iHo-eoabD. 


,„.W-,"SS!,'»°5l!WSi. 


^ VBAMK aAMHIT*. 


Br H. B. GBSUaH^Talei of ihecal^h 


'^H^.^r;S^«U. ^S^ln^nc. 




j2jj,» A' ■■'f^.'fi. „.,.., 


!.>= irf o^ Za^wullch. Poi l.n™ iim Honoui. 




A Bi.d'S'pSI^, , tT^SS^...' "'-'"™ 


ii«.e;.[>^ri^ ^^^^The^TdtacaumUl. 


■v Mr W. ■■ami* ■»« i. MICB. 

Unttr-MuBM Hsnilxiy. Ilv telli J Aibeur 




Br ArPaOHBB DAUDB*. 


«KS,°Ac.™ giffi^ir-^ 


Tke EiugeliU ; m. fun ^liHioo. 


Br JAMBi DI ■«.!■.-* Slnee M»k«,^«- 


S:'IS«™. S;SS"ir 


B» DIG' BOB0VAR. 


Th. M.n-Hur.t«. 


MIobiel D3B«IKh. 


„ »„H SiKf'TMSSJS'f-. 


TiMlied ud HkHi 
C.«iit.,LW( 


W'iK.f^'-I. 


a^-KK£ 


l^^^^. 


;j^j;?TV.'„'t'e'j^ 

UyneiT Judaic T«ra™. 


"Wr. 


CWdr.^fcKir'""' 




Br Bin. ABBIB BDWABoaa. 


H<..F.ulu^ 




A Pcirt o( Honour, 1 Atd*. I j™dL 


rS«^- 




Br BDWSBD B0aLBSTOR.-I<Diy. 
Br O. MABYILM FBMB. 




ar *■■■»* 


c«,«."J-,_, 


BtvwKar rirxetisAi^. 


CunpNeuT 


BdU Dooru. 1 f.Bl Zon>. 1 Sevat, - fi™ Bn»1<. 


Si'^LU^ 1-Ud. 


N™. F^on^v 1 fll*. S«« .-„, 


B> ■■■T B&BTS. 




gf.5s^^.r' j'ft,u.j»^™. 




iS'5^;5rSS^53i. ^SJ-er'^cSSe'o'^^ 


„,„,., "••■■"'iFssf.-., 


sh^,j^-s".s;-* ''ss««^::,?,i . M. 


E?fc. Isssr:.. 


ACKI!dotN«u,e- Mtaa. 


£:?e"h?e'ISSSr. ^^iT.^^^.. 


«... „ A««"1 S'iS'ck 


^Si'if^Se'^-.MLhe. Ri^Se"^;'- r"«^. 


..b,.o„"="""S.£s!?s»i 


iS;S™..r: LidyKUfoWck.' 
■DCSANJU* lWdMORRAT.-Th.Cb>.!.™. 


B> HALE, CAINS. 




FfowQolineFolKt. 


A Son of Himr ^^1 The K™sler 


F^l!^™acM. 


TkeBtsaofruioir. 


The Shido. of. Clime. 






By BATDBH GAB BOTH. 


5"H2irfj'lVO blent"" 






H™-gielistt. 


Br aubtin cuiRa.-F« ihe ld<« on \jsi. 


ThoDeidBe^ 




Mr mh. abchbb g^itb. 


By SU.UAH (ULBBST.-Jaines Dul& 


P.U FemIL 1 Why Piu] FocroU KUIed his Wfe. 


,„u.'!r-S!.""',W?S!i"- 


Bt MACbARBH COBBAN. 

Th. CureoTSouU. | Tbe Red SuUin. 


AF.bi.l««.L 


Br O. ALCaTOn OOI.I.Ina.'. The Bu Siolsler 




Br HOBT. and FSXNCBi COliLINa. 




Svreci Anne FaK". 1 ^i^^" soil Twenty. 


Fonuno. Fool. David Poiudf.ic.i Dl.- 


t,. rrrSkf T%^j;?.^wy.. 




Br BU ABEHVB HBbPB^lno de Biion. 


Bi'M?'T'n'd«^''dS^' Mu"dW™*' 


Bra. t. RBirpr.-RuJUBtheJiittle.. 


TheDoUseciM. Poo. Ml« Frtch. f 


By HBUDOH HILL. -lemDca the D«ecti». 
Br MHH 0nj--Treison-Faooy. 

lo Donna Vite. Th. Eted-Hone 9rt,tc.r. 


Usnd. { I-ets'sWiTa Th. ThT« Gne«. 






i>X&. 


tmi."' 


Aprils tlrty'.'"' 


V.'^il^'?-.!^^,?,'^^"' 



Ill ^r. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



ByKim-CABHEL IKIET.-Tlw Lova^ 
MrcSaOKaB HOOPER.— ThBHowaa 



By JoaN idTa.~Tiu undun. 

'atiEcii. Kuiball. ITJi* AiDneuiwE dT Lean 

"(l-w™!- LloM. TlwOno Too Mail,. 



Wh Hi&iimim>pfl, 



Ig™"^^ 



'iST""" 






to BRARDIS HAvraBwa. 



From BoEomofEbeDqep. 
Jtf filfc, "'""'"^ft *OII«*T. 



j_to;J"n^»*X md sntKAt 

By HUMS msBET. 

Ann' ^ *' *' '''""'"■ 
By OBOBGBS OHHBVk 



room, I ^^iM- I ttS>a. " 



\T.rs^ 






r.asUeLjIw 

Br OEOBaB H. anfl«. 

^5 ^OIK. I H ^V ' "' ^"° *"** 

A BTBU R BIIBTCHIAT.-A MiuhlD Uh Dirk, 

Br K. A. STBUIDAIiB.-'nie AfEhiin Knife. 

.By T. W, SPBIDBT. 

T*o MiDlories of Huron | Bait io Ufe. 



CHATTO tf WINDUS, PUBUSHERS. 



•F M. U 



Br AMIHONT TKOUiOPP. 



IE<^ fa Ux Duk. 



I ScvbvcHSh^ FlAil)'. 



j StOtcD WUlE ElCptuDl^ 



By O. C.nUaBB-*nL>K.-Ulana Judith 

. I Lidr B*U I TlH HuIHSot Fimay. 

— MHli. I Tke BUckkiD GbcKi. 

H>'i Or. I Wliu Sb* Cina Tkrsuk. 
ObliK . ftMurr ml Uw Bwt 

Br ALUni UFWSBD.-QIMD ic>lii9 0-t«. 






*-|^^"" 



HBW 8BBIBS OF TWO-SHII.UMa MOVBLS. 

Bound la pidon clo4b. Oat bacta. 
B* IDWIB LBBTBB aUiOLS. ■> B] 

Tb> CfUDiiUi 0< Sc Nklmlaf. TW Ud vTCer 

Sr Blr WJUTBR BBBABT. 





Br BDNDOWl 

ITPWAKQ'— Qhai ji| 
y F. WABDBV. - Jran. Hi* Cunte 
lOM VBBBEB-~Spdi1 lod Spasflei, 
r JOHN ITRAMpB WIMTBd. 

Br Lo'ins ZAitawii.1^ 

A NhmfloDlh-OBtiiiy hlirulB. 



SIXPBMinf COPYRIOHT NOVBIA. 
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Br BOBBBT B0O"---~ 



By p.H. OBOKBB. 



Br ■>• CHBISTtB ■DBBAT^Js 

Hf Id In BoDdaev. \ Undsr Tn Fla^t. 

Br CHABUa 

Foul PI... 7''«Md CKh. T 
PrBT WDlllnrtoiI ; ud 
tliil9l>Jo£ntciae. N 



H ■aOAMtVr. 



I., PiintHt, 17. Filgilm Strnt, Luigale Hill, Loodoa, E.C 
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